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O. HENRY 


(Prepared for the Library of Southern Literature*) 


I 


Ir THE work of William Sidney Porter, better 
known as O. Henry, was the most noteworthy 
contribution made to American literature dur- 
ing the first decade of the zoth Century, the 
expanding vogue of that work has no less 
characterized the succeeding decade. He was 
hardly a national author at the time of his 
death in 1910, but in 1920 he seems securely 
national and international. The largest class 
of midshipmen at the United States Naval 
Academy was recently asked to name in writ- 
ing the author whose complete works, if placed 
in the library of every American battleship, 
would be most often called for. O. Henry 
led by two hundred votes, Mark Twain coming 
second. It will be recalled also that at the auto- 
graph sales held in New York at the American 
Art Galleries early in 1918 a twelve-page letter 
from O. Henry, already published, sold for 
$810, while an unpublished autobiographical 
manuscript by Mark Twain, consisting of four- 

*Reproduced by special permission of the publishers, the Mar- 
tin and Hoyt Company, Atlanta, Ga.; copyrighted by them in 
1921. 
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teen pages, brought only $540. “If I had dis. 
covered him before his death,” write Sir James 
M. Barrie, “I should have considered a trip 
to the United States well worth while to make 
his acquaintance.” But nothing ever said of 
O. Henry would have pleased him more than a 
sentence from a London paper during the great 
war: ‘“We ought to be reading our casualty 
lists, for God knows they are heavy enough; 
but, instead, we are all reading O. Henry.” 
The appreciation of O. Henry came to Eng- 
land, however, only after effort. “It was not 
easy for the British public to ‘get’ O. Henry 
at first,” said Sir Ernest Hodder Williams during 
his recent visit to New York. ‘‘They had to 
try. But they’ve got him now, and all over 
England you hear O. Henry being quoted.”’ 

The World War, by the way, was a severe test 
to the popularity of writers, living and dead, 
American and European. It brought in a new 
audience, with new interests, with changed or 
changing ideals, with a refashioned outlook. 
Ordinary appeals seemed exhausted, for the 
world had been reduced to the bare elementals 
again. But the elemental facts of human na- 
ture, the essential traits of the human heart, 
are precisely those that gave O. Henry both 
theme and arena. QO. Henry entered Europe 
via the French trenches because the French 
trenches spelled the common denominator of 
human nature. “‘O. Henry was our greatest 
literary discovery during the war,” writes John 
o London.* “He was medicinal. He dis- 

*See The New York Times Book Review, May 16, 1920. 


O. HENRY xi 


tracted us from intolerable things. His name 
is as familiar as that of Kipling, Conan Doyle 
or Jacobs.” = Writing of actual life in the 
trenches Frank A. Lewis* reports that, when 
Options was received, “‘an hour of insane 
jubilation ensued.” The -book was torn at 
once into its seventeen separate stories, the 
pages were pinned together, and seventeen 
soldiers feasted synchronously on seventeen 
stories instead of successively on one volume. 
Of course the war served to postpone the trans- 
lation of O. Henry into foreign tongues; but he 
can now be read in German, Swedish, Dano- 
Norwegian, French, Spanish, and Japanese. 
When we add to this that five million volumes 
of his stories have been sold and that his vogue 
is steadily increasing among readers of all 
classes, it need hardly be reafirmed that the 
chief current in American literature from 1910 
to 1920 has been that issuing from the stories 
written by O. Henry in the ten years preceding. 


I] 


O. Henry’s life falls into four clearly marked 
stages, each stage contributing a definite quota 
to his training and a distinctive flavor to his 
writing. 

(1) He was born in Greensboro, North 
Carolina, September 11, 1862 (not 1867), where 
he remained until 1882, and where the O. Henry 
Hotel now testifies to the local esteem in which 
his memory is held. His schooling was 


*The Publishers’ Weekly, Philadelphia, December 8, 1917. 
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limited, but his reading was wide and avid. 
“IT did more reading,” he said, “between my 
thirteenth and nineteenth years than I have 
ever done in all the years since, and my taste 
at that time was much better than it is now, 
for I used to read nothing but the classics. 
Burton’s “ Anatomy of Melancholy” and Lane’s 
translation of “The Arabian Nights” were my 
favorites.” A count of all the books and au- 
thors referred to by him in his stories shows that 
the great Perso-Arabian classic stands well 
among the first. The Bible leads with sixty- 
three references. Shakespeare follows with 
thirty-four; Tennyson with twenty-one; ‘‘The 
Arabian Nights” with fourteen; Kipling with 
twelve; Byron and Dickens with seven each; 
Omar Khayyam with six; Conan Doyle with 
five; Cesar, Marcus Aurelius, Keats, and Henry 
James each with four. The total number of 
authors alluded to directly or indirectly is one 
hundred and twenty-three, the number of ref- 
erences being three hundred and _ thirty-six. 
But O. Henry took with him from Greensboro, 
not only a love of good books, but an ability as 
a humorous cartoonist that gave evidence, be- 
fore the age of ten, of rare constructive and 
interpretative talent. The man who was later 
to be acclaimed as the short story historian of 
New York City began by being the annalist 
of Greensboro through his cartoons. 

(2) From 1882 to 1896 he lived in Texas, 
first on a ranch, then in Austin, then in Hous- 
ton, with occasional visits to San Antonio. 
His out-of-doors life on the plains gave material 
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that was afterwards to appear, not only in 
pictorial description and vivid narrative, but 
in a wealth of first-hand observation, in a 
widening of personal experience, and in a break- 
ing away from mere bookishness, that find il- 
lustration in every page of his ‘Heart of the 
West.” It was not a summer visitor that 
wrote that book. It was one who had lived 
the life and loved it; it was one who needed 
just this wider horizon to give him margin for 
comparison with what had gone before and 
basis for contrast with what was to come later. 
His reading partook now more of the nature of 
study. He mastered Spanish, pored over the 
great historians that he found in a ranch library, 
pitted his narrative art against theirs, and learned 
in constant comradeship with Webster’s Un- 
abridged Dictionary an accuracy and freedom 
in the use of words that random reading could 
not give. During these seven years also he 
practised the cartoonist’s art as before, not, 
so far as I can learn, with a view to utilizing it, 
but merely for the pleasure that he found in 
some form of disciplined self-expression. In 
Austin he edited “The Rolling Stone” and in 
Houston he contributed “ Postscripts and Pen- 
cilings” to the Daily Post. 

(3) The third stage, that from July, 1896, 
to July, 1901, made him what he became, not 
only a master of the short story, but a thinker 
about human life, a delver into its mysteries, 
an appraiser of its conflicts, a noble exemplar 
of its hidden but unconquerable reserves. Out 
of these five years was wrought the philosophy 
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that makes ‘‘The World and the Door”’ a per~ 
manent contribution to the literature of hu- 
manitarian reform. For more than six months 
of this time he was a wanderer, “‘a fugitive from 
justice’’—so the indictment runs—in Central 
and South America. The charge was that, 
while acting as paying and receiving teller in 
the First National Bank of Austin, he had mis- 
appropriated funds, a charge not only baseless 
but susceptible of easy disproof had not a whim 
of the moment sped him on his fateful and com- 
promising tour among the Latin-Americans. 
Returning to Austin to nurse his dying wife, 
O. Henry surrendered himself to the authorities, 
asserted his innocence of the charge made 
against him, and after a brief trial was sentenced 
to the Federal prison in Columbus, Ohio. He 
entered the prison on April 25, 1898, and with- 
out a demerit against him was released on July 
24, 1901. It was here that he wrote his first 
twelve stories and assumed the now famous 
pseudonym, O. Henry. The name was taken 
without change from the “United States Dis- 
pensatory”’ which he used when he was a drug 
clerk in Greensboro, Austin, and Columbus. It 
is the abbreviation of the name of a famous 
French pharmacist, Etienne-Ossian Henry.* 
(4) From Columbus O. Henry went at once 
to Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, where his daugh- 
ter and her grandparents were then living. But 


*See the Nation, New York, May ri, 1918; the State Journal, 
Raleigh, North Carolina, May 31, 1918; Nouvelles de France, Paris, 
July 25, 1918; the Daily News, Greensboro, North Carolina, “O. 
Henry Edition,” July 2, 1919. 
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in the spring of 1902 he moved to New York 
City, where he died on June 5, 1910. He was 
buried in Asheville, North Carolina, the home 
of his second wife, where he had sought and 
seemingly found restoration to health, and where 
his grave is visited annually by many thousands 
of devoted tourists. It was in New York that 
O. Henry’s genius culminated, though he did 
not devote himself wholeheartedly to the ab- 
sorption and reproduction of the great city 
until he had harvested his Latin-American ex- 
periences by the publication in November, 
1904, of “Cabbages and Kings.’ His real 
flowering period began in December, 1903, 
when he signed a contract with the New York 
World for a story a week. The price was a 
hundred dollars a story. The responsibility 
thus imposed, with all that it promised of re-~ 
lease from need and uncertainty, was a chal- 
lenge that evoked for the first time in his lite 
every ounce of energy and determination that 
he possessed. His training had been varied 
and thorough, and the passion for self-expres- 
sion that had burned in him from childhood 
found now a happy and adequate outlet. “The 
city teaches the man,”’ said Simonides. It not 
only taught O. Henry, but released in him the 
powers and appetencies that had before been 
cramped or caged. During the first month 
of his contract he contributed not only ‘the 
required four stories to the Sunday World, but 
one each to Ainslee’ s, McClure’s, and Every- 
body’s. This amazing quota of seven stories 
he repeated in February, May, and December 
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of the following year. A marked falling off in 
the number but not in the quality of his stories 
becomes noticeable early in 1907. Ill health 
had gripped him and inspiration lagged. His 
total output of stories, if we omit fragments 
and early extravaganzas, is two hundred and 


fifty. 


Ill 


“Grammar, to O. Henry,” says an English 
critic,* “was only one way of saying a thing. 
He had others equally efficient when he wanted, 
for he was a master, and not a servant, of words. 
For two years in Texas his favorite companion 
was a dictionary—which he studied as lovingly 
as some men study poetry. O. Henry was a 
conformist and a non-comformist; but con- 
formity and non-comformity were governed by 
the same law, the law of effect. Few writers 
knew words better than he or felt more in- 
stinctively their limitations as well as their 
possibilities. Words had more than meaning 
to O. Henry: they had flavor, a flavor unknown 
to Noah Webster, but recognized by every poet 
and prose writer who has enriched the resources 
of our speech. To most writers the dictionary 
says ca must,” to O. Henry it said “You 
may,” and the freedom thus imparted has con- 
tributed no little of the sparkle and humor and 
suggestiveness of O. Henry’s vocabulary. 

He had no pet words, at least no pet coin- 
ages, 1f we except “‘accusive.” The word is not 


*See the Spectator, London, April 7, 1917. 


GO; HENRY xvii 


found in any dictionary, but it is so aptly used 
by O. Henry—in “accusive eyes,” “accusive 
talk,’ “‘accusive silence’—that it deserves a 
place in the dictionaries of the future. His 
mastery is seen, however, not only in new 
formations but in new uses. He writes of 
“the petitionary music of a violin,” the rattle 
of cabs and “the snarling of the electric cars,” 
“the stale infestivity of a table d’héte,” “a 
flashy fellow with a predatory eye,” a tramp 
obeying his surly master ‘“‘with propitiatory 
alacrity,” “the priceless and induplicable flag,” 
a woman tiding over “the vast chasms of nicoti- 
nized silence” with music from her guitar, an 
mosphere “international with cigarette smoke,” 
“cheap fellows, sonorously garbed,’ a man 
“with salamandrous thumbs, serving the scald- 
ing viands.”’ ‘These words are all in the lexicog- 
rapher’s stable but the harnessing is O. Henry’s. 
When O. Henry takes liberties with the form 
of words rather than with their meanings, his 
so-called audacities suggest comparison with 
those that Sheridan immortalized in the speech 
of Mrs. Malaprop. But there is a fundamental 
difference. Mrs. Malaprop says: You must 
“illiterate, him quite from your memory’ = 
don’t try “to extirpate yourself”; he is “a pro- 
geny of learning’’; a certain woman does not 
" teprehend the true meaning of what she 1s 
saying’’; I laid “‘my positive conjunctions on 
her never to think on the fellow again”; some- 
one is as headstrong as “‘an allegory on the 
banks of the Nile,” etc. These are blunders 
adroitly chosen by Sheridan, but they are 
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nothing more than blunders. They cause 
laughter, but they do not quicken thought. 
They belong in the same class with the verbal 
mutilations of Mrs. Slipslop in Fielding’s “ Jo- 
seph Andrews.” 

But O. Henry’s audacities mark a distinct 
advance. Instead of making nonsense they sug- 
gest sense. Apart from their humor they often 
drive home the intended idea with a vividness 
impossible to any other words. Compare the 
malapropisms already cited with these O. Hen- 
ryisms: There was an Indian Territory feud 
of which I was press-agent, camp-follower, 
and ‘‘inaccessory during the fact’; it was a 
large, conglomerate building, “‘presided under 
by a janitor”; the third day of the rain, Andy 
walked out to the edge of the town “to view the 
mudscape’’; he was a fierce little old man who 
“‘regarded himself as especial mastiff-in-waiting 
to protect the two young artists”; the duty of 
the Statue of Liberty Enlightening the World 
is “to offer a cast-ironical welcome to the op- 
pressed of other lands’’; for table-talk and fire- 
side companions, sheep “rank along with five- 
o'clock teazers’”’; if you know anything about 
the thief, ‘you are amiable to the law in not 
reporting it”; [a town named Guayaquerita|] 
is a clear case where Spelling Reform “ought to 
butt in and disenvowel it”; Clara, the negro 
servant, spoke in tones “‘half-contemptuous, 
half-Tuskegeenial.” 

O. Henry’s made or misused words, like Sheri- 
dan’s and Fielding’s, resemble in sound the ca- 
nonical words, but instead of having no meaning 
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they are made to carry a new meaning. We 
laugh not merely because standardized forms 
have been unceremoniously shattered, but be- 
cause out of the fragments there suddenly 
emerges a new and unexpected idea. In Sheri- 
dan we admire the brilliant consistency with 
which Mrs. Malaprop’s arrows fall wide of the 
mark. In O. Henry we admire the added 
cleverness that speeds the arrow, not to its 
conventional target, it is true, but not to the 
ground; it glances from its goal and strikes 
squarely another target which we did not know 
was in that neighborhood. Mrs. Malaprop 
mutilates; O. Henry transmutes. 

A similar difference is seen between O. Henry’s 
cleverest misquotations and the misquotations 
of other humorists. A study of the question 
would show, I think, three general stages in the 
art of humorous misquotation. ‘The first stage 
is illustrated by Chaucer’s rooster who flatters 
and pacifies his wife at the end of a long con- 
troversy by telling her: 


For, also siker as In principio, 

Mulier est hominis confusio. 

Madame, the sentence of this Latin is— 
Womman is mannes joye and al his blis. 


Here there is no tampering with the quoted 
words. They are given accurately by Chaun- 
tecleer, liberty being taken with the transla- 
tion rather than with the quotation proper. 
O. Henry rarely attempts this kind of inversion, 
though his most notable example happens to 
be drawn, as was Chaucer’s, from a Latin quo- 
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tation. Thus Henry Horsecollar is made to 
say: “Then we'll export canned music to the 
Latins; but Pm mindful of Mr. Julius Ceesar’s 
account of ’em where he says: “Omnis Gallia 
in tres partes divisa est’; which is the same 
as to say, ‘We will need all of our gall in de- 
vising means to tree them parties.’” The 
second stage in the evolution of effective mis- 
quotation brings Mrs. Malaprop again to the 
fore. She differs from Chauntecleer in quoting 
inaccurately but, as before, no new meaning or 
application is superadded to the quotation as a 
whole. As in the case of individual words, 
Sheridan makes her blunder and blunder egre- 
giously, but there is no scintillation from the 
blunder. It is mere mutilation. ‘“‘Then his 
presence,” she says, “is so noble! I protest 
when I saw him, I thought of what Hamlet 
says in the play:—‘ Hesperian curls—the front 
of Job himself!—an eye, like March, to threaten 
at command!—a station, like Harry Mercury, 
new—’? Something about kissing—on a hill 
—however, the similitude struck me directly.” 

In the third stage, O. Henry’s priority and 
primacy seem to me equally assured. Jeff 
Peters, for example, in explanation of how he 
and another gentle grafter lost their booty, 
remarks: “‘We were self-curbed. It was a case 
of auto-suppression. There was a rift within 
the loot, as Albert Tennyson says.” In an- 
other passage Jeff tells how a mine owner, hav- 
ing lost his fortune, climbs to the top of a house 
and jumps off on a spot ““where he now re- 
quiescats in pieces.”” Andy Tucker, Jeff’s part- 
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ner, wants to go to the Riviera for leisure and 
meditation: “I want to loaf and indict my soul, 
as Walt Whittier says.” A connoisseur in the 
ordering of fashionable dinners 1 is described as 
ene “to the menu. born.” Spenser's famous 
warning in “The Faerie Queene,” “Be bolde 
be bolde, and everywhere be bolde. Be not 
too bolde,” is changed into “Be bold; every- 
where be bold, but be not bowled over.” ‘A 
straw vote,’ says O. Henry, “only shows which 
way the hot air blows.” “Strong drink,” we 
are assured, “‘is an adder and subtractor, too.” 
A perfect example of the difference between 
autocracy and democracy is seen in O. Henry’s 
metamorphosis of Tennyson’s line into “the 
fierce light that beats upon the thrown-down 
Many other examples might be given, but 
enough have been cited to show that in forays 
of this sort O. Henry’s endeavor was to bring 
home a new message from time-worn expres- 
sions. He pours new wine into old bottles. 
This is essentially different from Chaucer’s 
practice and from Sheridan’s. O. Henry tries 
to be re-constructive where they are usually 
content to be negative or destructive. 

But O. Henry’s humor is not at bottom 
verbal. It does not inhere in tricks of style or 
in mannerisms of phrase. He had only one 

mannerism, a way of massing alliteration. 
With the poets alliteration is chiefly a matter 
of euphony; but O. Henry uses it to condense, 
to heighten, to intensify, to lift quantity or 
quality 1 into quick and vivid saliency. It takes 
the place of more elaborate description as well 
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as of more detailed enumeration. When he 
says the outing was to include “parks, picnics, 
and Pilsener,’’ I detect an almost parsimonious 
economy of words. When he describes the 
cattlemen of an older day as ‘‘grandees of the 
grass, kings of the kine, lords of the lea, barons 
of beef and bone,” I feel that nouns cunningly 
marshaled have beat adjectives even at the 
adjectival game. When he declares that “the 
Madness of Manhattan, the Frenzy of Fuss and 
Feathers, the Bacillus of Brag, the Provincial 
Plague of Pose seized upon Towers Chandler,” 
I know that Towers is in for a fall. When he 
pits an empty-headed Apollo against a suave 
tongue and adds: “It’s the larynx that the 
beauty doctors ought to work on. It’s words 
more than warts, talk more than talcum, 
palaver more than powder, blarney more than 
bloom that counts—the phonograph instead 
of the photograph,’ I am convinced as by a 
deluge of cogent argumentation. When Mrs. 
Widdup is introduced as “‘fair, flustered, forty, 
and foxy,” I know her and know her unfor- 
gettably both exteriorly and interiorly. 

But O. Henry’s humor is only marginally a 
thing of words and phrases. Coruscation, in 
other words, was with O. Henry merely the 
by-product of creation. It was never central 
or controlling. His characters are not humor- 
ous because they say funny things. They 
say funny things because they are humorous. 
O. Henry’s humor has been acclaimed by a world 
of grateful readers because, like the humor of 
Shakespeare and Moliére and Cervantes, it 
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rises naturally and spontaneously from the 
situations in which his characters are placed. 
The situations become themselves creative; 
they belong to the elemental nature of comedy. 
They are matrix rather than mould, and the 
humor is born rather than made. Review the 
situations in “The Handbook of Hymen,” “A 
Cosmopolite in a Café,” “The Brief Début of 
Tildy,” “A Lickpenny Lover,” “Two Rene- 
gades,”’ “The Gift of the Magi,” “The Cop 
and the Anthem,” “‘Makes the Whole World 
Kin,” “The Lady Higher Up,” “‘The Pendu- 
lum,” “The Making of a New Yorker.” In 
each of these the stage is set by a master. 
There is subtle thought, even profound thought, 
not so much in the working out of the plots as 
in the selection and forestaging of such hu- 
morous situations as make the plots work them- 
selves out. Humor is released rather than manu- 
factured. It plays hide and seek with pathos 
in many of these stories and not infrequently 
both humor and pathos come before the foot- 
lights hand in hand to receive the plaudits of 
an audience that finds it hard to say which ts 
which. 

A special discinction of O. Henry’s humor is 
that it is never divisive. On the contrary, 
it fuses and re-unites. As soon as you read 
one of his stories you want to read it aloud to 
others. But you do not have to pick your au- 
dience for fear that feelings will be hurt. Rich 
or poor, educated or illiterate, employer or 
employee, black or white, man or woman—all 
~wtl find their common heritage of humanity 
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reached and enriched. Much of the stage hu- 
mor of to-day, certainly that of the school of 
Wilde and Shaw, derives most of its sparkle 
from what has been called * ‘the neat reversal 
of middle-class conceptions.” There is no 
such reversal in O. Henry. Instead of pitting 
class against class he reveals class to class. In 
Mammon and the Archer,” for example, it 
would be hard to say which is the more human 
and lovable, Aunt Ellen, who is gentle and sen- 
timental and spiritual, or Anthony Rockwall, 
the retired manufacturer and proprietor of 
Rockwall’s Eureka Soap, who “‘bets his money 
on money every time.” Read the story and 
try to make the award. In “The Handbook of 
Hymen,” the matter-of-fact man is contrasted 
with the ultra-imaginative man, the statistical 
with the poetical mind. In its two leading 
characters the story is a sort of miniature “Don 
Quixote”: Sanderson Pratt, like Sancho Panza, 
is the factualist; Idaho Green, like the Knight 
de la Mancha, is the romanticist. But the 
balances swing impartial at the end. Neither 
devotee is derided. The theme is illuminated, 
but the two contestants are awarded equal 
honors by the reader. Both characters are ex- 
tremists, but they are too human, too much 
like you and me, for O. Henry’s ridicule to fall 
on either. 

In “The Duplicity of Hargraves,” “ Best 
Seller,” ““The Rose of Dixie,” and “Thimble, 
Thimble, ” ©. Henry sets himself the task of 
staging the traditional differences between the 
Southerner and the Northerner. The subject 
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was a delicate one, but there is no tincture of 
prejudice in the portrayal. Is not O. Henry 
the only one of our fictionists in whose hands 
regional differences never curdle into sectional 
differences? He finds his differential and makes 
it clear as day, but Yankee and Southerner 
join equally in the laughter. The differential 
is seen to be but a rill in the river of our com- 
mon humanity; it discloses but it neither dis- 
severs nor discredits. “Makes the Whole 
World Kin” is the title of only one of O. Henry’s 
stories, but it sums the service of them all. 
One element in O. Henry’s art seems not to 
have been touched on by the critics, an ele- 
ment that is as distinctive as his humor. I 
mean the way in which he saturates his stories 
with the atmosphere of the background. ‘The 
French cail it milieu, the Germans stimmung, 
but O. Henry has added something to both. I 
do not refer now to the larger geographical 
backgrounds. It goes without saying that his 
Latin-American stories are accurately Latin- 
American, that his New York stories have the 
New York atmosphere, that his Western stories 
are distinctively Western, and that his South- 
ern stories have the flavor of the South. But 
O. Henry goes further than this. He circum- 
scribes his locale and makes it a perceptible force 
in the development of the story. Rooms, 
boarding houses, hotels, stores, cafés, restaur- 
ants, ranches, parks, squares, streets, and street 
intersections are almost human in O. Henry. 
If they do not speak, they have life, character, 
temperament. Stories are commonly divided 
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into three parts, background or setting, char- 
acter or characters, plot or plan; and the first 
is thought of as the stationary locale where the 
story takes place. In many stories the locale 
is mentioned at the beginning and then dis- 
missed. Not so in O. Henry’s pages. His 
backgrounds are no more initial than termi- 
nal. They are continuous. They constitute a 
felt presence in the conduct of the characters. 
O. Henry was not only a student of environ- 
ment; he was an interpreter of character in its 
relations to environment. He read men and 
women in their context. This is why it is so 
difficult to re-tell an O. Henry story effectively. 
We name the characters, we summarize the 
plot, we explain the point of it all, we say where 
the story takes place. But something has 
gone out of it. That something is the encom- 
passing and vitalizing background. When we 
have mentioned or described the locale, we are 
done with it. But in the story it was in- 
wrought into the very texture of the style. It 
conditioned the talk; it flavored the adjectives; 
it nominated the nouns; it moved with the verbs. 
Try to re-tell “The Brief Debut of Tildy,” a 
perfectly simple plot, but so shot through with 
the restaurant atmosphere that to omit it is to 
omit the integration of the plot itself. 

Henry touches upon this theme in “A 
Matter of Mean Elevation”: “It has been 
named ‘environment,’ which is as weak a word 
as any to express the unnamable kinship of 
man to nature, that queer fraternity that 
causes stones and trees and salt water and clouds 


O. HENRY XXVil 


to play upon our emotions. Why are we made 
serious and solemn and sublime by mountain 
heights, grave and contemplative by an abun- 
dance of overhanging trees, reduced to incon- 
stancy and monkey capers by the ripples on a 
sandy beach?” But the envjronments into which 
OQ. Henry pushes his prow are man-made rather 
than nature-made. Run through a dozen or 
more of his stories with this thought of en- 
vironment as one of the codperant characters 
in the unfolding of the incidents. If you do not 
crown O. Henry as the laureate of the back- 
ground, you will at least be put in the way of 
having your own powers of correlate observation 
enriched as by a sixth sense. If you have time 
for but one story in this quest, go at once to 
“The Furnished Room” (in ‘The Four Mil- 
lion’). To my mind it is O. Henry’s greatest 
story, though there is no humor in it. But it 
is environment probed to its ultimate depth; 
it is Poe in all his “totality of effect’’; it 1s 
Hawthorne when he wrote “The House of the 
Seven Gables”’; it is Shakespeare when he set 
the weird sisters upon the heath to croak the 
curtained doom of Macbeth. 

But notice that in O. Henry environment 
never, as so often in Thomas Hardy, compels 
character. It codperates with it, it releases 
it, it trains it, at times it checks it; but man 
is still the master of his fate. Environment 
may help or hinder; it may not subjugate. 
O. Henry’s own life is a radiant example of how 
adversity may be reversed, howa stumbling block 
may be transmuted into a stepping stone. Like 
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the good witch, O. Henry read the spell of an 
unjust prison sentence backwards and made a 
fairy appear instead of a goblin. If in “Roads 
of Destiny,” written in 1903, he seems to lean 
to the theory of the immalleable environment, 
remember that three years later he grapples 
again with the theme in “The Roads We 
Take” and has Bob Tidball sum it all up in 
the words: “Jt ain’t the roads we take; it’s 
what’s inside of us that makes us turn out the 
way we do.” 

In the matter of technique proper, much has 
been written of the art with which O. Henry 
holds in suspense the full meaning of his stories 
till the very end. “On the technical side of 
his craft,” writes the English critic already 
quoted,* “he has probably never been surpassed 
either in fertility or ingenuity.” But the 
critics have overlooked the art of O. Henry’s 
beginnings. It is the masterly beginning that 
makes possible the masterly ending, and the 
ending cannot be properly appraised unless 
viewed in relation to the beginning. ‘The 
flower was unexpected,” says Goethe, ‘even 
surprising, if you will; but it had to come. 
The green leaves existed only for it, and with- 
out it the leaves would not have been there.” 
Craftsmanship with O. Henry was largely a 
relation between first words and last words. It 
had to do, far more than has been thought, 
with the proper placing of expository matter. 
Should it come first or last? This was the 


*The Spectator, London, April 7, 1917. 
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subject of one of O. Henry’s latest conversa- 
tions about his craft. In one of his stories, 
after a page and a half of initial explanation, 
he says, “All this recitative by the chorus is 
only to bring us to the point where you may 
be told why,” etc. The teal purpose of the 
“recitative by the chorus”’ is to release a clean, 
unincumbered ending. When the job is done, 
he wants neither shavings nor dust left over. 
*“A story with a moral appended,”’ he remarks at 
the beginning of “The Gold that Glittered,” 
“is like the bill of a mosquito. It bores you, 
and then injects a stinging drop to irritate your 
conscience. ‘Therefore let us have the moral 
first and be done with it.” But why have it 
at all? Because the end requires it. In “‘The 
Gift of the Magi,” the moral comes last. The 
real surprise in this wonderful story is not in 
what the lovers do at the last; 1t 1s in what 
O. Henry says about what they do. He con- 
gratulates them. They acted wisely. Their 
gifts were prompted by love, and the love shines 
all the more resplendent because the gifts as 
gifts could not be used. They could be treas- 
ured as memorials of a devotion that was self- 
less in its purpose and unsparing in its effort. 
But all this belongs to the moral rather than to 
the plot, and it could not have come first with- 
out depriving the plot of its terminal unexpect- 
edness. The projected surprise was latent in 
the title. The theme is not the gifts of the 
magi: it is love, the gift of the magi, and the 
last paragraph tells us so. 

©. Henry’s usual practice, however, is to 
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place the moral, the nature of the theme, the 
expository matter, first, so that the story may 
end without the anhang of concluding remarks. 
Note the ending in “A Municipal Report,” 
“T wonder what’s doing in Buffalo!” This 
would be meaningless unless O. Henry had with 
pre-visioning care given the clue at the begin- 
ning. The story is meant to show that, not 
only New York and New Orleans and San Fran- 
cisco, but all other cities have narrative and 
dramatic possibilities. Where there is actual 
life there is potential literature. Turn again 
o “An Unfinished Story,” one of those that 
made Colonel Roosevelt say: ‘All the reforms 
that I attempted in behalf of the working girls 
of New York were suggested by the writings of 
O. Henry.” The dynamic ending is made 
possible only by the most careful charging of 
the battery at the beginning. In fact, the 
story proper is thrust between the beginning 
and the ending of a dream, and the reverbera- 
tion at the close is merely the quick coming 
together of the two parts after the lightning 
has flashed between. In “Roads of Destiny” 

there is a different ending for each of the three 
roads traversed, but each ending couches in 
the great question with which the story begins: 


I go to seek on many roads 
What is to be. 
True heart and strong, with love to light— 
Will they not bear me in the fight 
To order, shun or wield or mould 
My Destiny? 


O. HENRY XXX1 


In the stories, therefore, that discuss or il- 
lumine a definite theme, as most of O. Henry’s 
stories do, the carefully concealed surprise at 
the end is to be credited more to skill in ordered 
exposition than to any trick of narration or arti- 
ficiality of structure. The strategy employed 
belongs more to the expositor in O. Henry 
than to the narrator. He had not so much a 
tale to tell as a truth to expound, a new 
point of view to impress, a novel suggestion to 
make, a complexity of human nature to unravel 
an obscure motive to illumine, a daring reach 
of imaginative sympathy to achieve, and the 
story partakes of the nature of a modern par- 
able. Surprise, therefore, is hardly the nght 
word to express the reader’s sensation when he 
finishes a story of this sort. Recognition would 
be a better word, recognition of the bearing of 
part upon part, of totality in place of mere 
successiveness, of convergence instead of par- 
allelism, of the end as the child of the begin- 
ning. Surprise is usually an accompaniment 
of this kind of recognition, but the pleasure is 
more in the recognition of the author’s masterly 
adaptation than in the surprise itself. 

IV 

No sketch of O. Henry is complete without 
a reference to the man that was in the artist. 
It was my privilege to know him intimately till 
at the age of twenty he left North Carolina for 


Texas. We fished together, seined, hunted, 
camped out, and serenaded together, and the 
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memory of his personality is as rich a heritage 
as the treasury of his genius. A few letters 
from him in Texas, some intermittent copies of 
“The Rolling Stone,” a long interview in New 
York when he was at the height of his fame— 
these are almost my only first-hand memorials 
after he had exchanged our common birth- 
place, Greensboro, for the Texas ranch. But 
there was no essential change. O. Henry was 
still Will Porter. As I waited for him in the 
lobby of a New York hotel in 1908, I doubted 
whether I should even know him. Twenty- 
six years had passed and to him they had 
brought tragedy as well as triumph. But the 
smile was the same—the soft voice, the slow 
gait, the quick gaze that sought to disguise its 
own penetration—there was no change here. 
But he was tired and looked it. He did not 
complain but asked eagerly about our boyhood 
friends, recalling incidents and sayings and 
little funny things as if they had happened 
yesterday. Of his own achievement he spoke 
deprecatingly. No man of equal distinction 
ever lived who shunned laudation and publicity 
more than O. Henry. He enjoyed his art in 
exact proportion as it received his own inner 
commendation. ‘Write to please yourself,” 
he said. Do not be swerved by the presupposed 
tastes or expectations of any magazine or news- 
paper or reading public. The advice has been 
called worthless, but it is the only advice that 
genius, if true to itself, can give. 

He kept to the last a gentleness, a sympathy, 
a cleanness of bearing, a reverence for woman- 
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hood, and an equal reverence for childhood that 
bespoke a nature ineradicably pure and whole- 
some. He was never even remotely effeminate, 
but there was much about him that one as- 
sociates with healthy boyhood and unspoiled 
girlhood. One of his critics complains because 
O. Henry ‘“‘slaps his reader on the back and 
laughs loudly as if in a barroom.” O. Henry 
probably never in his life slapped any one on 
the back or laughed boisterously. ‘To see these 
traits in his writings you must contribute them 
yourself. The briefest acquaintance with him 
as boy or man would have convinced the critic 
that he might as well ascribe roystering to 
Dante or rowdyism to Whittier as to lay 
them at O. Henry’s door. Is it possible that 
other readers so misinterpret the man from his 
works? 

I do not believe that any one ever came to 
know him in Greensboro, ‘Vexas, Columbus, or 
New York, who did not find love taking prece- 
dence of mere admiration. He was certainly 
the best loved boy in Greensboro, and all the 
interviews that [ have had with those who were 
thrown intimately with him in later years tell 
the same story. Snobbishness he detected 
instantly and despised, for in every fiber of 
his being he was a democrat, a lover of his kind, 
especially of those seemingly down and out. 
A woman in New York said that she had al- 
most despaired of making a living by her pen 
when, to her great surprise, O. Henry’s card 
was brought in. She had never seen him, but 
had worshiped at a distance. He had heard 
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of her plight, had learned that her stories had 
been rejected as regularly as they had been 
submitted, and had called to talk matters over. 
“This story is not at all bad,” he said, when she 
had been prevailed upon to let him see her 
latest offering. “It’s excellent. Let me sug- 
gest a change, a few minor changes, here and 
there.” The story as thus modihed was sent 
again on its rounds and a check for $750 was 
the immediate response. He loved to do things 
of this sort even when he had not a dollar in 
his pocket. 

No story that he ever composed brings him 
back so vividly to me as do the lines that he 
wrote about himself to a stranger: 


I was born and raised in “No’th Ca’llina” and at eight- 
een went to Texas and ran wild on the prairies. Wild yet, 
but not so wild. Can’t get to loving New Yorkers. tee 
all alone in a great big two rooms on quiet old Irving 
Place three doors from Wash. Irving’s old home. Kind 
of lonesome. Was thinking lately (since the April moon 
commenced to shine) how Id like to be down South, where 
I could happen over to Miss Ethel’s or Miss Sallie’s and 
sit down on the porch—not on a chair—on the edge of the 
porch, and lay my straw hat on the steps and lay my 
head back against the honeysuckle on the post—and just 
talk. And Miss Ethel would go in directly (they say 
“presently” up here) and bring out the guitar. She 
would complain that the E string was broken, but no 
one would believe her; and pretty soon all of us would 
be singing the “Swannee River” and “In the Evening 
by the Moonlight” and—oh, gol darn it, what’s the use 
of wishing? 


That is Will Porter as we knew him and loved 
him. It is O. Henry, too. But one note is 
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lacking. We knew that in the Greensboro days 
childhood and womanood evoked all the knight- 
liness of his nature. But we did not know and 
the world did not know that, through all the 
sequent years of struggle and testing, the heart 
of a child, and the heart of a woman had been 
the court of final appeal to which he had silently 
but resolutely shaped the issues of his life. 
He has told us in a few stanzas found on his 
desk when he died. He called his lines “‘The 
Crucible.” In the technique of his life this 
bit of unexpected poetry is the surprise at the 
end. But as in the endings of his stories, 
recognition takes precedence of surprise, rec- 
ognition of a personality that kept faith with 
itself and from morning song to evening song 
held high the banner of a pure and potent 
idealism. 


Hard he may be in the tumult, 
Red to your battle hilts, 

Blow give for blow in the foray, 
Cunningly ride in the tilts; 

But when the roaring is ended, 
Tenderly, unbeguiled, 

Turn to a woman a woman’s 
Heart, and a child’s to a child. 


Test of the man if his worth be 

In accord with the ultimate plan, 
That he be not to his marring, 
Always and utterly man; 

That he bring out of the tumult, 
Fitter and undefled, 

To a woman the heart of a woman, 


To children the heart of a child. 
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Good when the bugles are ranting 
It is to be iron and fire; 

Good to be oak in the foray, 

Ice to a guilty desire. 

But when the battle is over 
(Marvel and wonder the while) 
Give to a woman a woman’s 
Heart, and a child’s to a child. 


C. ALPHONSO SMITH. 
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OF COURSE there are two sides to the question. 
Let us look at the other. We often hear “shop- 
girls’ spoken of. No such persons exist. 
There are girls who work in shops. They make 
their living that way. But why turn their oc- 
cupation into an adjective? Let us be fair. 
We do not refer to the girls who live on Fifth 
Avenue as “marriage-girls.” 

Lou and Nancy were chums. They came 
to the big city to find work because there was 
not enough to eat at their homes to go around. 
Nancy was nineteen; Lou was twenty. Both 
were pretty, active country girls who had no 
ambition to go on the stage. 

The little cherub that sits up aloft guided 
them to a cheap and respectable boarding-house. 
Both found positions and became wage-earners. 
They remained chums. It is at the end of six 
months that I would beg you to step forward 
and be introduced to them. Meddlesome 
Reader: My Lady Friends, Miss Nancy and 
Miss Lou. While you are shaking hands please 
take notice—cautiously—of their attire. Yes, 
cautiously; for they are as quick to resent a stare 
as a lady in a box at the horse show 1s. 

Lou is a piece-work ironer in a hand laundry. 
She is clothed in a badly fitting purple dress, 
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and her hat plume is four inches too long; but 
her ermine muff and scarf cost $25, and its 
fellow beasts will be ticketed in the windows at 
$7.98 before the season is over. Her cheeks are 
pink, and her light blue eyes bright. Content- 
ment radiates from her. 
ancy you would call a shop-girl—because 
you have the habit. There is no type; but a 
perverse generation is always seeking a type; 
so this 1s what the type should be. She has the 
high-ratted pompadour and the exaggerated 
straight-front. Her skirt is shoddy, but has 
the correct flare. No furs protect her against 
the bitter spring air, but she wears her short 
broadcloth jacket as jauntily as though it were 
Persian lamb! On her face and in her eyes, 
remorseless type-seeker, is the typical shop-girl 
expression. It is a look of silent but contemptu- 
ous revolt against cheated womanhood; of sad 
prophecy of the vengeance to come. When she 
laughs her loudest the look is still there. The 
same look can be seen in the eyes of Russian 
peasants; and those of us left will see it some 
day on Gabriel’s face when he comes to blow 
us up. It is a look that should wither and 
abash man; but he has been known to smirk at 
it and offer flowers—with a string tied to them. 
Now lift your hat and come away, while you 
receive Lou’s cheery “‘See you again,” and the 
sardonic, sweet smile of Nancy that seems, 
somehow, to miss you and go fluttering like a 
white moth up over the housetops to the stars. 
The two waited on the corner for Dan. Dan 
was Lou’s steady company. Faithful? Well, 
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he was on hand when Mary would have had 
to hire a dozen subpoena servers to find her 
lamb. 

“Ain’t you cold, Nancy?” said Lou. “Say, 
what a chump you are for working in that old 
store for $8 a week! - J made $18.50 last 
week. Of course ironing ain’t as swell work 
as selling lace behind a counter, but it pays. 
None of us ironers make less than $10. And I 
don’t know that it’s any less respectful work, 
either.” 

“You can have it,” said Nancy, with uplifted 
nose. “I’ll take my eight a week and hall bed- 
room. I like to be among nice things and swell 
people. And look what a chance I’ve got! 
Why, one of our glove girls married a Pittsburg 
—steel maker, or blacksmith or something—the 
other day worth a million dollars. I'll catch 
a swell myself some time. I ain’t bragging 
on my looks or anything; but I'll take my 
chances where there’s big prizes offered. What 
show would a girl have in a laundry?” 

“Why, that’s where I met Dan,” said Lou, 
triumphantly. “He came in for his Sunday 
shirt and collars and saw me at the first board, 
ironing. We all try to get to work at the first 
board. Ella Maginnis was sick that day, and 
I had her place. He said he noticed my arms 
first, how round and white they was. I had 
my sleeves rolled up. Some nice fellows come 
into laundries. You can tell ’em by their bring- 
ing their clothes in suit cases, and turning in the 
door sharp and sudden.” 

“How can you wear a waist like that, Lou?” 
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said Nancy, gazing down at the offending article 
with sweet scorn in her heavy-lidded eyes. “It 
shows fierce taste.” 

“This waist?’ cried Lou, with wide-eyed 
indignation. ‘“‘Why, I paid $16 for this waist. 
It’s worth twenty-five. A woman left it to be 
laundered, and never called for it. The boss 
sold it to me. It’s got yards and yards of hand 
embroidery on it. Better talk about that ugly, 
plain thing you’ve got on.” 

“This ugly, plain thing,” said Nancy, calmly, 
“was copied from one that Mrs. Van Alstyne 
Fisher was wearing. ‘The girls say her bill in the 
store last year was $12,000. I made mine, 
myself. It cost me $1.50. Ten feet away you 
couldn’t tell it from hers.” 

“Oh, well,” said Lou, good-naturedly, “if you 
want to starve and put on airs, go ahead. But 
I'll take my job and good wages; and after 
hours give me something as fancy and attractive 
to wear as I am able to buy.” 

But just then Dan came—a serious young 
man with a ready-made necktie, who had es- 
caped the city’s brand of frivolity—an elec- 
trician earning $30 per week who looked upon 
Lou with the sad eyes of Romeo, and thought 
her embroidered waist a web in which any fly 
should delight to be caught. 

“My friend, Mr. Owens—shake hands with 
Miss Danforth,”’ said Lou. 

“T’m mighty glad to know you, Miss Dan- 
forth,” said Dan, with outstretched hand. “I’ve 
heard Lou speak of you so often.” 

“Thanks,” said Nancy, touching his fingers 
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with the tips of her cool ones, “Y’ve heard her 
mention you—a few times.” 

Lou giggled. 

“Did you get that handshake from Mrs. Van 
Alstyne Fisher, Nance?” she asked. 

“Tf I did, you can feel safe in copying it,” said 
Nancy. 

“Oh, I couldn’t use it at all. It’s too stylish 
for me. It’s intended to set off diamond rings, 
that high shake is. Wait till I get a few and 
then [ll try it.” 

“Learn it first,’ said Nancy, wisely, ‘‘and 
you'll be more likely to get the rings.” 

“Now, to settle this argument,” said Dan, 
with his ready, cheerful smile, “let me make a 
proposition. As I can’t take both of you up to 
Tiffany’s and do the right thing, what do you 
say to a little vaudeville? I’ve got the tickets. 
How about looking at stage diamonds since we 
can’t shake hands with the real sparklers?” 

The faithful squire took his place close to the 
curb; Lou next, a little peacocky in her bright 
and pretty clothes; Nancy on the inside, slender, 
and soberly clothed as the sparrow, but with the 
true Van Alstyne Fisher walk—thus they set 
out for their evening’s moderate diversion. 

I do not suppose that many look upon a great 
department store as an educational institution. 
But the one in which Nancy worked was some- 
thing like that to her. She was surrounded by 
beautiful things that breathed of taste and re- 
finement. If you live in an atmosphere of luxury, 
luxury is yours whether your money pays for it, 
or another’s. 
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The people she served were mostly women 
whose dress, manners, and position in the social 
world were quoted as criterions. From them 
Nancy began to take toll—the best from each 
according to her view. 

From one she would copy and practise a 
gesture, from another an eloquent lifting of an 
eyebrow, from others, a manner of walking, of 
carrying a purse, of smiling, of greeting a friend, 
of addressing “‘inferiors in station.”” From her 
best beloved model, Mrs. Van Alstyne Fisher, 
she made requisition for that excellent thing, a 
soit, low voice as clear as silver and as perfect 
in articulation as the notes of athrush. Suffused 
in the aura of this high social refnement and 
good breeding, it was impossible for her to es- 
cape a deeper effect of it. As good habits are 
said to be better than good principles, so, per- 
haps, good manners are better than good habits. 
The teachings of your parents may not keep 
alive your New England conscience; but if you 
sit on a straight-back chair and repeat the 
words “‘prisms and pilgrims” forty times the 
devil will flee from you. And when Nancy 
spoke in the Van Alstyne Fisher tones she 
felt the thrill of noblesse oblige to her very 
bones. 

There was another source of learning in the 
great departmental school. Whenever you see 
three or four shop-girls gather in a bunch and 
jingle their wire bracelets as an accompaniment 
to apparently frivolous conversation, do not 
think that they are there for the purpose of 
criticizing the way Ethel does her back hair. 
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The meeting may lack the dignity of the delib- 
erative bodies of man; but it has all the impor- 
tance of the occasion on which Eve and her 
first daughter first put their heads together to 
make Adam understand his proper place in the 
household. It is Woman’ s Conference for 
Common Defense and Exchange of Strategical 
Theories of Attack and Repulse upon and 
against the World, which is a Stage, and Man, 
its Audience who Persists in Throwing Bouquets 
Thereupon. Woman, the most helpless of the 
young of any animal—with the fawn’s grace but 
without its fleetness; with the bird’s beauty but 
without its power of flight; with the honey-bee’s 
burden of sweetness but without its Oh, let’s 
drop that simile—some of us may have been 
stung. 

During this council of war they pass weapons 
one to another, and exchange stratagems that 
each has devised and formulated out of the 
tactics of life. 

“I says to ‘im,” says Sadie, “‘ain’t you the 
fresh thing! Who do you suppose I am, to be 
addressing such a remark to me? And what do 
you think he says back to me?” 

The heads, brown, black, flaxen, red, and 
yellow bob together; ‘the answer is given; and 
the parry to the thrust is decided upon, to be 
used by each thereafter in passages-at-arms with 
the common enemy, man. 

Thus Nancy learned the art of defense; and 
to women successful defense means victory. 

The curriculum of a department store is a 
wide one. Perhaps no other college could have 
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fitted her as well for her life’s ambition—the 
drawing of a matrimonial prize. 

Her station in the store was a favored one. 
The music room was near enough for her to 
hear and become familiar with the works of the 
best composers—at least to acquire the familiar- 
ity that passed for appreciation in the social 
world in which she was vaguely trying to set a 
tentative and aspiring foot. She absorbed the 
educating influence of art wares, of costly and 
dainty fabrics, of adornments that are almost 
culture to women. 

The other girls soon became aware of Nancy’s 
ambition. ‘“‘Here comes your millionaire, 
Nancy,” they would call to her whenever any 
man who looked the réle approached her coun- 
ter. It got to be a habit of men, who were 
hanging about while their women folk were 
shopping, to stroll over to the handkerchief 
counter and dawdle over the cambric squares. 
Nancy’s imitation high-bred air and genuine 
dainty beauty was what attracted. Many men 
thus came to display their graces before her. 
Some of them may have been millionaires; 
others were certainly no more than their sed- 
ulous apes. Nancy learned to discriminate. 
There was a window at the end of the handker- 
chief counter; and she could see the rows of 
vehicles waiting for the shoppers in the street 
below. She looked and perceived that automo- 
biles differ as well as do their owners. 

Once a fascinating gentleman bought four 
dozen handkerchiefs, and wooed her across the 
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counter with a King Cophetua air. When he 
had gone one of the girls said: 

“What's wrong, Nance, that you didn’t warm 
up to that fellow? He looks the swell article, 
all right, to me.” 

“Him?” said Nancy, with her coolest, sweet- 
est, most impersonal, Van Alstyne Fisher smile; 
“not for mine. I saw him drive up outside. 
A 12 H. P. machine and an Irish chauffeur! 
And you saw what kind of handkerchiefs he 
bought—silk! And he’s got dactylis on him. 
Give me the real thing or nothing, if you please.” 

Two of the most “refined”? women in the 
store—a forelady and a cashier—had a few 
“swell gentlemen friends’ with whom they now 
and then dined. Once they included Nancy in 
an invitation. The dinner took place in a 
spectacular café whose tables are engaged for 
New Year’ s Eve a yearinadvance. ‘There were 
two “gentlemen friends’—one without any 
hair on his head—high living ungrew it; and 
we can prove it—the other a young man whose 
worth and sophistication he impressed upon 
you in two convincing ways—he swore that all 
the wine was corked; and he wore diamond cuff 
buttons. This young man perceived irresistible 
excellencies in Nancy. His taste ran to shop- 
girls; and here was one that added the voice and 
manners of his high social world to the franker 
charms of her own caste. So, on the following 
day, he appeared in the store and made her a 
serious proposal of marriage over a box of hem- 
stitched, grass-bleached Irish linens. Nancy 
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declined. A brown pompadour ten feet away 
had been using her eyes and ears. When the 
rejected suitor had gone she heaped carboys of 
upbraidings and horror upon Nancy’s head. 

“What a terrible little fool you are! That 
fellow’s a millionaire—he’s a nephew of old Van 
Skittles himself. And he was talking on the 
level, too. Have you gone crazy, Nance?” 

“Have I?” said Nancy. “I didn’t take him, 
did I? He isn’t a millionaire so hard that 
you could notice it, anyhow. His family only 
allows him $20,000 a year to spend. ‘The bald- 
headed fellow was guying him about it the 
other night at supper.” 

The brown pompadour came nearer and nar- 
rowed her eyes. 

“Say, what do you want?” she inquired, in a 
voice hoarse for lack of chewing-gum. “‘Ain’t 
that enough for you? Do you want to be a 
Mormon, and marry Rockefeller and Gladstone 
Dowie and the King of Spain and the whole 
bunch? Ain’t $20,000 a year good enough for 
you?” 

Nancy flushed a little under the level gaze of 
the black, shallow eyes. 

“le wasn't altogether the money, Carrie,” 
she explained. “His friend caught him in a 
rank he the other night at dinner. It was 
about some girl he said he hadn’t been to the 
theater with. Well, I can’t stand a liar. Put 
everything together—I don’t like him; and that 
settles it. When [I sell out it’s not going to be 
on any bargain day. [ve got to have some- 
thing that sits up in a chair like a man, any- 
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how. Yes, I’m looking out for a catch; but it’s 
got to be able to do something more than make a 
noise like a toy bank.” 

“The physiopathic ward for yours!”’ said the 
brown pompadour, walking away. 

These high ideas, if not ‘ideals—Nancy con- 
tinued to cultivate on $8 per week. She biv- 
ouacked on the trail of the great unknown 
“catch” eating her dry bread and tightening her 
belt day by day. On her face was the faint, 
soldierly, sweet, grim smile of the preordained 
man-hunter. The store was her forest; and 
many times she raised her rifle at game that 
seemed broad-antlered and big; but always 
some deep unerring instinct—perhaps of the 
huntress, perhaps of the woman—made_ her 
hold her fire and take up the trail again. 

Lou flourished in the laundry. Out of her 
$18.50 per week she paid $6 for her room and 
board. The rest went mainly for clothes. Her 
opportunities for bettering her taste and man- 
ners were few compared with Nancy’s. In the 
steaming laundry there was nothing but work, 
work and her thoughts of the evening pleas- 
ures to come. Many costly and showy fabrics 
passed under her iron; and it may be that her 
growing fondness for dress was thus transmitted 
to her through the conducting metal. 

When the day’s work was over Dan awaited 
her outside, her faithful shadow in whatever 
light she stood. 

Sometimes he cast an honest and troubled 
glance at Lou’s clothes that increased in conspi- 
cuity rather than in style; but this was no 
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disloyalty; he deprecated the attention they 
called to her in the streets. 

And Lou was no less faithful to her chum. 
There was a law that Nancy should go with 
them on whatsoever outings they might take. 
Dan bore the extra burden heartily and in good 
cheer. It might be said that Lou furnished 
the color, Nancy the tone, and Dan the weight 
of the distraction-seeking trio. The escort, in 
his neat but obviously ready-made suit, his 
ready-made tie and unfailing, genial, ready- 
made wit never startled or clashed. He was of 
that good kind that you are likely to forget 
while they are present, but remember distinctly 
after they are gone. 

To Nancy’s superior taste the flavor of these 
ready-made pleasures was sometimes a little 
bitter: but she was young; and youth is a gour- 
mand, when it cannot be a gourmet. 

“Dan is always wanting me to marry him 
right away,” Lou told her once. “But why 
should I?) I’m independent. I can do as I 
please with the money I earn; and he never 
would agree for me to keep on working after- 
ward. And say, Nance, what do you want to 
stick to that old store for. and half starve and 
half dress yourselff I could get you a place in 
the laundry right now if you’d come. It seems 
to me that you could afford to be a little less 
stuck-up if you could make a good deal more 
mone 

“T don’t think I’m stuck-up, Lou,” said 
Nancy, “but I’d rather live on half rations and 
stay where lam. I suppose I’ve got the habit. 
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It’s the chance that I want. I don’t expect to 
be always behind a counter. I’m learning some- 
thing new every day. I’m right up against 
refined and rich people all the time—even if I 
do only wait on them; and I’m not missing any 
pointers that I see passing around.” 

‘Caught your millionaire yet?” asked Lou 
with her teasing laugh. 

“T haven’t selected one yet,” answered 
Nancy. “ve been looking them over.’ 

“Goodness! the idea of picking over ’em! 
Don’t you ever let one get by you, Nance—even 
if he’s a few dollars shy. But of course you’re 
joking—millionaires don’t think about working 
girls like us.”’ 

“Te might be better for them if they did,”’ said 
Nancy, with cool wisdom. “Some of us could 
teach them how to take care of their money.” 

“Tf one was to speak to me,” laughed Lou, 
“TI know I’d have a duck-fit.” 

“That’s because you don’t know any. ‘The 
only difference between sweils and other people 
is you have to watch ’em closer. Don’t you 
think that red silk lining is just a little bit too 
bright for that coat, Lou?” 

Lou looked at the plain, dull olive jacket of 
her friend. 

“Well, no, I don’t—but it may seem so beside 
that faded-looking thing you’ve got on.” 

“This jacket,” said Nancy, complacently, 
“has exactly the cut and fit‘of one that Mrs. 
Van Alstyne Fisher was wearing the other day. 
The material cost me $3.98. I suppose hers cost 
about {100 more.” 
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“Oh, well,” said Lou, lightly, “it don’t strike 
me as millionaire bait. Shouldn’t wonder if I 
catch one before you do, anyway.” 

Truly it would have taken a philosopher to 
decide upon the values of the theories held by 
the two friends. Lou, lacking that certain pride 
and fastidiousness that keeps stores and desks 
filled with girls working for the barest living, 
thumped away gaily with her iron in the noisy 
and stifling laundry. Her wages supported her 
even beyond the point of comfort: so that her 
dress profited until sometimes she cast a side- 
long glance of impatience at the neat but inele- 
gant apparel of Dan—Dan the constant, the 
immutable, the undeviating. 

As for Nancy, her case was one of tens of 
thousands. Silk and jewels and laces and 
ornaments and the perfume and music of the 
fine world of good- Beane and taste—these 
were made for woman; they are her equitable 
portion. Let her keep near them if they are a 
part of life to her, and if she will. She is no 
traitor to herself, as Esau was; for she keeps her 
birthright and the pottage she earns is often 
very scant. 

In this atmosphere Nancy belonged; and she 
throve in it and ate her frugal meals and 
schemed over her cheap dresses with a deter- 
mined and contented mind. She already knew 
woman; and she was studying man, the animal, 
both as to his habits and eligibility. Some 
day she would bring down the game that she 
wanted; but she promised herself it would be 
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what seemed to her the biggest and the best, 
and nothing smaller. 

Thus she kept her lamp trimmed and burning 
to receive the bridegroom when he should come. 

But, another lesson she learned, perhaps un- 
consciously. Her standard of values began to 
shift and change. Sometimes the dollar-mark 
grew blurred in her mind’s eye, and shaped it- 
self into letters that spelled such words as 
“truth” and “honor” and now and then just 
“kindness.” Let us make a likeness of one who 
hunts the moose or elk in some mighty wood. 
He sees a little dell, mossy and embowered, 
where a rill trickles, babbling to him of rest and 
comfort. At these times the spear of Nimrod 
himself grows blunt. 

So, Nancy wondered sometimes if Persian 
lamb was always quoted at its market value by 
the hearts that it covered. 

One Thursday evening Nancy left the store 
and turned across Sixth Avenue westward to the 
laundry. She was expected to go with Lou and 
Dan to a musical comedy. 

Dan was just coming out of the laundry when 
she arrived. ‘there was a queer, strained look 
on his face. 

“YT thought [ would drop around to see if they 
had heard from her,” he said. 

“Heard from who?” asked Nancy. “Isn’t 
Lou there?” 

“T thought you knew,’ said Dan. “She 
hasn’t been here or at the house where she 
lived since Monday. She moved all her things 
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from there. She told one of the girls in the 
laundry she might be going to Europe.” 

“Hasn’t anybody seen her anywhere?” asked 
Nancy. 

Dan looked at her with his jaws set grimly, 
and a steely gleam in his steady gray eyes. 

“They, told me in the laundry,” he said, 
harshly, “that they saw her pass yesterday—in 
an automobile. With one of the millionaires, I 
suppose, that you and Lou were forever busying 
your brains about.” 

For the first time Nancy quailed before a man. 
She laid her hand that trembled slightly on 
Dan’s sleeve. 

“You've no right to say such a thing to me, 
Dan—as if I had anything to do with it!” 

“T didn’t mean it that way,” said Dan, soften- 
ing. He fumbled in his vest pocket. 

“Tve got the tickets for the show to-night,” 
he said, with a gallant show of lightness. “If 
you 

Nancy admired pluck whenever she saw it. 

“Tl go with you, Dan,” she said. 

Three months went by before Nancy saw Lou 
again. 

At twilight one evening the shop-girl was 
hurrying home along the border of a little quiet 
park. She heard her name called, and wheeled 
about in time to catch Lou rushing into her arms. 

After the first embrace they drew their heads 
back as serpents do, ready to attack or to 
charm, with a thousand questions trembling on 
their swift tongues. And then Nancy noticed 
that prosperity had descended upon Lou, mani- 
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festing itself in costly furs, flashing gems, and 
creations of the tailor’s art. 

“You little fool!” cried Lou, loudly and affec- 
tionately. “I see you are still working in that 
store, and as shabby as ever. And how about 
that big catch you were going to make—nothing 
doing yet, I suppose?” “ 

And then Lou looked, and saw that something 
better than prosperity had descended upon 
Nancy—something that shone brighter than 
gems in her eyes and redder than a rose in her 
cheeks, and that danced like electricity anxious 
to be loosed from the tip of her tongue. 

“Yes, I’m still in the store,”’ said Nancy, “‘but 
I'm going to leave it next week. [ve made my 
catch—the biggest catch in the world. You 
won't mind now Lou, will you’—I’m going to 
be married to Dan—to Dan!—he’s my Dan now 
—why, Louw!” 

Around the corner of the park strolled one of 
those new-crop, smooth-faced young policemen 
that are making the force more endurable—at 
least to the eye. He saw a woman with an ex- 
pensive fur coat and diamond-ringed hands 
crouching down against the iron fence of the 
park sobbing turbulently, while a slender, 
plainly dressed working girl leaned close, trying 
to console her. But the Gibsonian cop, being 
of the new order, passed on, pretending not to 
notice, for he was wise enough to know that 
these matters are beyond help so far as the 
power he represents is concerned, though he rap 
the pavement with his nightstick till the sound 
goes up to the furthermost stars. 


A MADISON SQUARE ARABIAN NIGHT 


TO Carson Chalmers, in his apartment near 
the square, Phillips brought the evening mail. 
Besides the routine correspondence there were 
two items bearing the same foreign postmark. 

One of the incoming parcels contained a 
photograph of a woman. ‘The other contained 
an interminable letter, over which Chalmers 
hung, absorbed, for a long time. The letter 
was from eroticy woman; and it contained 
poisoned barbs, sweetly dipped in honey, and 
feathered with innuendoes concerning the photo- 
graphed woman. 

Chalmers tore this letter into a thousand bits 
and began to wear out his expensive rug by 
striding back and forth upon it. Thus an ani- 
mal from the jungle acts when it 1s caged, and 
thus a caged man acts when he is housed in a 
jungle of doubt. 

By and by the restless mood was overcome. 
The rug was not an enchanted one. For sixteen 
feet he could travel along it; three thousand 
miles was beyond its power to aid. 

Phillips appeared. He never entered; he in- 
variably appeared, like a well-oiled genie. 

“Will you dine here, sir, or out?” he asked. 

“Here,” said Chalmers, “and in half an 
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hour.”’ He listened glumly to the January 
blasts making an Aolian trombone of the 
empty street. 

“Wait,” he said to the disappearing genie. 
“As I came home across the end of the square I 
saw many men standing there in rows. There 
was one mounted upon something, talking. 
Why do those men stand in rows, and why are 
they there?” 

“They are homeless men, sir,’’ said Phillips. 
“The man standing on the box tries to get 
lodging for them for the night. People come 
around to listen and give him money. ‘Then he 
sends as many as the money will pay for to some 
lodging-house. That is why they stand in 
rows; they get sent to bed in order as they 
come.” 

“By the time dinner is served,” said Chal- 
mers, “have one of those men here. He will 
dine with me.”’ 

“W-w-which ” began Phillips, stammering 
for the first time during his service. 

“Choose one at random,” said Chalmers. 
“You might see that he is reasonably sober— 
and a certain amount of cleanliness will not be 
held against him. That is all.” 

It was an unusual thing for Carson Chalmers 
to play the Caliph. But on that night he felt 
the ineficacy of conventional antidotes to mel- 
ancholy. Something wanton and egregious, 
something high-flavored and Arabian, he must 
have to lighten his mood. 

On the half hour Phillips had finished his 


duties as slave of the lamp. The waiters from 
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the restaurant below had whisked aloft the 
delectable dinner. The dining table, laid for 
two, glowed cheerily in the glow of the pink- 
shaded candles. 

And now Phillips, as though he ushered a 
cardinal—or held in charge a burglar—wafted 
in the shivering guest who had been haled from 
the line of mendicant lodgers. 

It is a common thing to call such men wrecks; 
if the comparison be used here it is the specific 
one of a derelict come to grief through fre. 
Even yet some flickering combustion illumi- 
nated the drifting hulk. His face and hands 
had been recently washed—a rite insisted upon 
by Phillips as a memorial to the slaughtered 
conventions. In the candle-light he stood, a 
flaw in the decorous fittings of the apartment. 
His face was a sickly white, covered almost to 
the eyes with a stubble the shade of a red Irish 
setters coat. Phillips’s comb had failed to 
control the pale brown hair, long matted and 
conformed to the contour of a constantly worn 
hat. His eyes were full of a hopeless, tricky 
defiance like that seen in a cur’s that is cornered 
by his tormentors. His shabby coat was 
buttoned high, but a quarter inch of redeeming 
collar showed above it. His manner was singu- 
larly free from embarrassment when Chalmers 
rose from his chair across the round dining 
table. 

“Tf you will oblige me,” said the host, “at will 
be glad to have your company at dinner.” 

“My name is Plumer,” said the highway 
guest, in harsh and aggressive tones. “If, 
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you’re like me, you like to know the name of the 
party you're dining with.” 

“1 was going on to say,” continued Chalmers 
somewhat hastily, “that mine is Chalmers. 
Will you sit opposite?” 

Plumer, of the rufled plumes, bent his knee 
for Phillips to slide the chair beneath him. He 
had an air of having sat at attended boards be- 
fore. Phillips set out the anchovies and olives. 

“Good!” barked Plumer; “‘going to be in 
courses, isit? All right, my jovial ruler of Bag- 
dad. I’m your Scheherezade all the way to the 
toothpicks. You’re the first Caliph with a 
genuine Oriental flavor [ve struck since frost. 
What luck! And I was forty-third in line. I 
finished counting, just as your welcome emissary 
arrived to bid me to the feast. I had about as 
much chance of getting a bed to-night as I have 
of being the next President. How will you have 
the sad story of my life, Mr. Al Raschid—a 
chapter with each course or the whole edition 
with the cigars and coffee?” 

“The situation does not seem a novel one to 
you,” said Chalmers with a smile. 

“By the chin whiskers of the prophet—no!” 
answered the guest. “New York’s as full of 
cheap Haroun al Raschids as Bagdad is of fleas. 
I’ve been held up for my story with a loaded 
meal pointed at my head twenty times. Catch 
anybody in New York giving you something for 
nothing! They spell curiosity and charity with 
the same set of building blocks. Lots of ’em 
will stake you to a dime and chop-suey; and a 
few of “em will play Caliph to the tune of a top 
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sirloin; but every one of ’em will stand over you 
till they screw your autobiography out of you 
with foot notes, appendix and unpublished frag- 
ments. Oh, I know what to do when I see 
victuals coming toward me in little old Bagdad- 
on-the-Subway. I strike the asphalt three 
times with my forehead and get ready to spiel 
yarns for my supper. I claim descent from the 
late Tommy Tucker, who was forced to hand 
out vocal harmony for his pre-digested wheater- 
ina and spoopju.” 

“YT do not ask your story,” said Chalmers. 
“T tell you frankly that it was a sudden whim 
that prompted me to send for some stranger to 
dine with me. I assure you you will not suffer 
through any curiosity of mine. 

“Oh, fudge!” exclaimed the guest, enthusias- 
tically tackling his soup; “I don’t mind it a bit. 
I’m a regular Oriental magazine with a red cover 
and the leaves cut when the Caliph walks 
abroad. In fact, we fellows in the bed line have 
a sort of union rate for things of this sort. 
Somebody’s always stopping and wanting to 
know what brought us down so low in the world 
For a sandwich and a glass of beer I tell ’em 
that drink did it. For corned beef and cabbage 
and a cup of coffee I give ’em the hard-hearted- 
landlord —six- months-in-the-hospital -lost-job 
story. A sirloin steak and a quarter for a bed 
gets the Wall Street tragedy of the swept-away 
fortune and the gradual descent. This is the 
first spread of this kind I’ve stumbled against. 
Thaven’t got a story to fitit. I'll tell you what, 
Mr. Chalmers, I’m going to tell you the truth 
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for this, if you’ll listen to it. It’ll be harder for 
you to believe than the made-up ones.”’ 

An hour later the Arabian guest lay back with 
a sigh of satisfaction while Phillips brought the 
coffee and cigars and cleared the table. 

“Did you ever hear of Sherrard Plumer?” he 
asked, with a strange smile? 

“T remember the name,” said Chalmers. 
“He was a painter, I think, of a good deal of 
prominence a few years ago.” 

“Five years,” said the guest. “‘Then I went 
down like a chunk of lead. I’m Sherrard 
Plumer! [ sold the last portrait I painted for 
$2,000. After that I couldn’t have found a 
sitter for a gratis picture.” 

“What was the trouble?’”’ Chalmers could 
not resist asking. 

“Funny thing,” answered Plumer, grimly. 
“Never quite understood it myself. For a 
while I swam like acork. I broke into the swell 
crowd and got commissions right and left. The 
newspapers called me a fashionable painter. 
Then the funny things began to happen. 
Whenever I finished a picture people would 
come to see it, and whisper and look queerly at 
one another. 

“I soon found out what the trouble was. 
I had a knack of bringing out in the face of a 
portrait the hidden character of the original. 
I don’t know how I did it—I painted what I 
saw-—but I know it did me. Some of my sitters 
were fearfully enraged and refused their pic- 
tures. I painted the portrait of a very beauti- 
ful and popular society dame. When it was 
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finished her husband looked at it with a peculiar 
expression on his face, and the next week he sued 
for divorce. 

“I remember one case of a prominent banker 
who sat to me. While I had his portrait on 
exhibition in my studio an acquaintance of his 
came in to look at it. ‘Bless me,’ says he, “does 
he really look like that?’ I told him it was 
considered a faithful likeness. ‘I never noticed 
that expression about his eyes before,’ said he; 
‘I think [ll drop downtown and change my 
bank account.’ He did drop down, but the 
bank account was gone and so was Mr. Banker. 

“Tt wasn’t long till they put me out of busi- 
ness. People don’t want their secret meannesses 
shown up in a picture. They can smile and 
twist their own faces and deceive you, but the 
picture can’t. I couldn’t get an order for an- 
other picture, and I had to give up. I worked 
as a newspaper artist for a while, and then for a 
lithographer, but my work with them got me 
into the same trouble. If I drew from a photo- 
graph my drawing showed up characteristics 
and expressions that you couldn’t find in the 
photo, but I guess they were in the original, all 
right. The customers raised lively rows, es- 
pecially the women, and I never could hold a job 
long. So I began to rest my weary head upon 
the breast of Old Booze for comfort. And 
pretty soon I was in the free-bed line and doing 
oral fiction for hand-outs among the food 
bazaars. Does the truthful statement weary 
thee, O Caliph? I can turn on the Wall Street 
disaster stop if you prefer, but that requires a 
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tear, and I’m afraid I can’t hustle one up after 
that good dinner.” 

“No, no,” said Chalmers, earnestly, ‘you 
interest me very much. Did all of your por- 
traits reveal some unpleasant trait, or were 
there some that did not suffer from the ordeal 
of your peculiar brush?” =“ 

“Some? Yes,” said Plumer. “Children gen- 
erally, a good many women and a sufhcient 
number of men. All! people aren’t bad, you 
know. When they were all right the pictures 
were all right. As I said, [ don’t explain it, but 
I’m telling you facts.” 

On Chalmers’s writing-table lay the photo- 
graph that he had received that day in the 
foreign mail. ‘Ten minutes later he had Plumer 
at work making a sketch from it in pastels. At 
the end of an hour the artist rose and stretched 
wearily. 

“It’s done,” he yawned. ‘‘You'll excuse me 
for being so long. I got interested in the job. 
Lordy! but I’m tired. No bed last night, you 
know. Guess it'll have to be good-night now, 
O Commander of the Faithful!” 

Chalmers went as far as the door with him 
and slipped some bills 1 into his hand. 

“Oh! ll take ’em,” said Plumer. ‘‘All 
that’s included in the fall. Thanks. And for 
the very good dinner. [ shall sleep on feathers 

to-night and dream of Bagdad. I hope it won’t 
turn out to be a dream in the morning. Fare- 
well, most excellent Caliph!” 

Again Chalmers paced restlessly upon his rug. 
But his beat lay as far from the table whereon 
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lay the pastel sketch as the room would permit. 
Twice, thrice, he tried to approach it, but failed. 
He could see the dun and gold and brown of the 
colors, but there was a wall about it built 
by his fears that kept him at a distance. He 
sat down and tried to calm himself. He sprang 
up and rang for Philips. 

“There is a young artist in this building,”’ he 
said—‘“‘a Mr. Reineman—do you know which 
is his apartment?” 

“Top floor, front, sir,” said Phillips. 

“Go up and ask him to favor me with his 
presence here for a few minutes.” 

Reineman came at once. Chalmers intro- 
duced himself. 

““Mr. Reineman,” said he, “there is a little 
pastel sketch on yonder table. I would be glad 
if you will give me your opinion of it as to its 
artistic merits and as a picture.” 

The young artist advanced to the table and 
took up the sketch. Chalmers half turned 
away, leaning upon the back of a chair. 

““How—do—you find it?” he asked, slowly. 

“As a drawing,’ said the artist,’ “Tecan t 
praise it enough. It’s the work of a master— 
bold and fine and true. It puzzles me a little; 
1 haven’t see any pastel work near as good in 
years.” 

“The face, man—the subject—the original— 
what would you say of that?” 

“The face,” said Reineman, ‘‘is the face of 
one of God’s own angels. May I ask who i 

“My wife!’ shouted Chalmers, wheeling and 
pouncing upon the astonished artist, gripping 
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his hand and pounding his back. “She 1s 
traveling in Europe. ‘ake that sketch, boy, 
and paint the picture of your life from it and 
leave the price to me.” 


THE RUBAIYAT OF A SCOTCH 
HIGHBALL 


THIS document is intended to strike some- 
where between a temperance lecture and the 
*Bartender’s Guide.” Relative to the latter, 
drink shall swell the theme and be set forth 
in abundance. Agreeably to the former, not 
an elbow shall be crooked. 

Bob Babbitt was ‘‘off the stuff.” Which 
means—as you will discover by referring to the 
unabridged dictionary of Bohemia—that he had 
“cut out the booze,” that he was “‘on the water 
wagon.” ‘The reason for Bob’s sudden attitude 
of hostility toward the “demon rum’’—as the 
white ribboners miscall whiskey (see the “Bar- 
tender’s Guide’), should be of interest to re- 
formers and saloon-keepers. 

There is always hope for a man who, when 
sober, will not concede or acknowledge that he 
was ever drunk. But when a man will say (in 
the apt words of the phrase-distiller), ‘I had 
a beautiful skate on last night,” you will have 
to put stuff in his coffee as well as pray for him. 

One evening on his way home Babbitt drop- 
ped in at the Broadway bar that he liked best. 
Always there were three or four fellows there 
from the downtown offices whom he knew. 
And then there would be highballs and stories, 
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and he would hurry home to dinner a little late 
but feeling good, and a little sorry for the poor 
Standard Oil Company. On this evening as 
he entered he heard some one say: “ Babbitt was 
in last night as full as a boiled owl.” 

Babbitt walked to the bar, and saw in the 
mirror that his face was as white as chalk. For 
the first time he had looked Truth in the eyes. 
Others had lied to him; he had dissembled with 
himself. He was a drunkard, and had not 
known it. What he had fondly imagined was a 
pleasant exhilaration had been maudlin intoxica- 
tion. His fancied wit had been drivel, his gay 
humors nothing but the noisy vagaries of a sot. 
But, never again! 

“A glass of seltzer,’ he said to the bartender. 

A little silence fell upon the group of his 
cronies, who had been expecting him to join 
them. 

“Going off the stuff, Bob?’ one of them 
asked politely and with more formality than 
the highballs ever called forth. 

“Yes,” said Babbitt. 

Some one of the group took up the unwashed 
thread of a story he had been telling; the bar- 
tender shoved over a dime and a nickel change 
from the quarter, ungarnished with his custom- 
ary smile; and Babbitt walked out. 

Now, Babbitt had a home and a wife—but 
that is another story. And I will tell you that 
story, which will show you a better habit and 
a worse story than you could find in the man who 
invented the phrase. 

It began away up in Sullivan County, where 
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so many rivers and so much trouble begins—or 
begin; how would you say that? It was July, 
and Jessie was a summer boarder at the Moun- 
tain Squint Hotel, and Bob, who was just out 
of college, saw her one day—and they were 
married in September. That’s the tabloid novel 
—one swallow of water, and it’s gone. 

But those July days! 

Let the exclamation point expound it, for 
I shall not. For particulars you might read 
up on “Romeo and Juliet,” and Abraham 
Lincoln’s thrilling sonnet about “You can fool 
some of the people,” &c., and Darwin’s works. 

But one thing I must tell you about. Both 
of them were mad over Omar’s Rubatyat. 
They knew every verse of the old bluffer by 
heart—not consecutively, but picking ’em out 
here and there as you fork the mushrooms in 
a fifty-cent steak a la Bordelaise. Sullivan 
County is full of rocks and trees; and Jessie used 
to sit on them, and—please be good—used to sit 
on the rocks; and Bob had a way of standing 
behind her with his hands over her shoulders 
holding her hands, and his face close to hers, 
and they would repeat over and over their 
favorite verses of the old tent-maker. They 
saw only the poetry and philosophy of the lines 
then—indeed, they agreed that the Wine was 
only an image, and that what was meant to be 
celebrated was some divinity, or maybe Love 
or Life. However, at that time neither of them 
had tasted the stuff that goes with a sixty-cent 
table d’hote. 

Where was I? Oh, they married and came to 
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and accepted a position filling inkstands in a 
lawyer’s office at $15 a week. At the end of two 
years he had worked up to $50, and gotten his 
first taste of Bohemia—the kind that won’t 
stand the borax and formaldehyde tests. 

They had two furnished rooms and a little 
kitchen. To Jess, accustomed to the mild but 
beautiful savor of a country town, the dreggy 
Bohemia was sugar and spice. She hung fish 
seines on the walls of her rooms, and bought a 
rakish-looking sideboard, and learned to play 
the banjo. ‘Twice or thrice a week they dined 
at French or Italian tables d’héte in a cloud of 
smoke, and brag and unshorn hair. Jess 
learned to drink a cocktail in order to get the 
cherry. At home she smoked a cigarette after 
dinner. She learned to pronounce Chianti, 
and leave her olive stones for the waiter to pick 
up. Once she essayed to say la, la la! ina 
crowd but got only as far as the second one. 
They met one or two couples while dining out 
and became friendly with them. The side- 
board was stocked with Scotch and rye and a 
liqueur. They had their new friends in to 
dinner and all were laughing at nothing by 
I A.M. Some plastering fell in the room below 
them, for which Bob had to pay $4.50. Thus 
they footed it merrily on the ragged frontiers 
of the country that has no boundary lines or 
government. 

And soon Bob fell in with his cronies and 
learned to keep his foot on the little rail six 
inches above the floor for an hour or so every 
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afternoon before he went home. Drink always 
rubbed him the right way, and he would reach 
his rooms as jolly as a sandboy. Jessie would 
meet him at the door, and generally they would 
dance some insane kind of a rigadoon about the 
floor by way of greeting. Once when Bob’s 
feet became confused and he tumbled headlong 
over a foot-stool Jessie laughed so heartily 
and long that he had to throw all the couch 
pillows at her to make her hush. 

In such wise life was speeding for them on the 
day when Bob Babbitt first felt the power that 
the giftie gi’ed him. 

But let us get back to our lamb and mint 
sauce. 

When Bob got home that evening he found 
Jessie in a long apron cutting up a lobster for 
the Newburg. Usually when Bob came in 
mellow from his hour at the bar his welcome 
was hilarious, though somewhat tinctured with 
Scotch smoke. 

By screams and snatches of song and certain 
audible testimonials of domestic felicity was his 
advent proclaimed. When she heard his foot 
on the stairs the old maid in the hall room al- 
ways stuffed cotton into her ears. At first 
Jessie had shrunk from the rudeness and flavor 
of these spiritual greetings, but as the fog of 
the false Bohemia gradually encompassed her 
she came to accept them as love’s true and 
proper greeting. 

Bob came in without a word, smiled, kissed 
her neatly but noiselessly, took up a paper and 
sat down. In the hall room the old maid held 
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her two plugs of cotton poised, filled with 
anxiety. 

Jessie dropped lobster and knife and ran to 
him with frightened eyes. 

“What’s the matter, Bob, are you ill?” 

“Not at all, dear.” 

“Then what’s the matter with you?” 

“Nothing.” 

Hearken, brethren. When She-who-has-a- 
right-to-ask interrogates you concerning a 
change she finds in your mood answer her thus: 
Tell her that you, in a sudden rage, have mur- 
dered your grandmother; tell her that you have 
robbed orphans and that remorse has stricken 
you; tell her your fortune is swept away; that 
you are beset by enemies, by bunions, by any 
kind of malevolent fate; but do not, if peace and 
happiness are worth as ‘much as a grain of mus- 
tard seed to you—do not answer her “Nothing.” 

Jessie went back to the lobster in silence. 
She cast looks of darkest suspicion at Bob. He 
had never acted that way before. 

When dinner was on the table she set out the 
bottle of Scotch and the glasses. Bob declined. 
“Tell you the truth, Jess,” he said. “I’ve cut 
out the drink. Help yourself, of course. If 
you don’ t mind I[’ll try some of the seltzer 
straight.” 

“You’ve stopped drinking?” she said, looking 
at him steadily and unsmilingly. “ What fori 

“Tt wasn’t doing me any good,” said Bob. 
“Don’t you approve of the idea?” 

Jessie raised her eyebrows and one shoulder 
slightly. 


34 THE TRIMMED LAMP 


“Entirely,” she said with a sculptured smile. 
“T could not conscientiously advise any one 
to drink or smoke, or whistle on Sunday.” 

The meal was finished almost in silence. Bob 
tried to make talk, but his efforts lacked the 
stimulus of previous evenings. He felt misera- 
ble, and once or twice his eye wandered toward 
the bottle, but each time the scathing words of 
his bibulous friend sounded in his ear, and his 
mouth set with determination. 

Jessie felt the change deeply. The essence 
of their lives seemed to have departed suddenly. 
The restless fever, the false gayety, the un- 
natural excitement of the shoddy Bohemia in 
which they had lived had dropped away in the 
space of the popping of acork. She stole curious 
and forlorn glances at the dejected Bob, who 
bore the guilty look of at least a wife-beater or a 
family tyrant. 

After dinner the colored maid who came in 
daily to perform such chores cleared away the 
things. Jessie, with an unreadable counte- 
nance, brought back the bottle of Scotch and the 
glasses and a bowl of cracked ice and set them 
on the table. 

“May I ask,” she said, with some of the ice 
in her tones, ‘““whether I am to be included in 
your sudden spasm of goodness? If not, Ill 
make one for myself. It’s rather chilly this 
evening, for some reason.’ 

“Oh, come now, Jess,” said Bob, good- 
naturedly, “don’t be too rough on me. Help 
yourself, by all means. There’s no danger of 
your overdoing it. But I thought there was 


THE RUBAIYAT OF A SCOTCH HIGHBALL 35 


with me; and that’s why I quit. Have yours, 
and then let’s get out the banjo and try over that 
new quickstep.” 

“Tve heard,” said Jessie in the tones of the 
oracle, “that drinking alone is a pernicious 
habit. No, I don’t think I feel like playing 
thisevening. If we are going to reform we may 
as well abandon the evil habit of banjo-playing, 
toa.” 

She took up a book and sat in her little willow 
rocker on the other side of the table. Neither 
of them spoke for half an hour. 

And then Bob laid down his paper and got up 
with a strange, absent look on his face and went 
behind her chair and reached over her shoul- 
ders, taking her hands in his, and laid his face 
close to hers. 

In a moment to Jessie the walls of the seine- 
hung room vanished, and she saw the Sullivan 
County hills and rills. Bob felt her hands 
quiver in his as he began the verse from Old 
Omar: 


“Come, fill the Cup, and in the Fire of Spring 
The Winter Garment of Repentance fling: 
The Bird of Time has but a little way 
To fly—and Lo! the Bird is on the Wing!” 


And then he walked to the table and poured a 
stiff drink of Scotch into a glass. 

But in that moment a mountain breeze had 
somehow found its way in and blown away the 
mist of the false Bohemia. 

Jessie leaped and with one fierce sweep of her 
hand sent the bottle and glasses crashing to the 
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floor. The same motion of her arm carried it 
around Bob’s neck, where it met its mate and 
fastened tight. 

“Oh, my God, Bobbie—not that verse—I see 
now. I wasn’t always such a fool, was I? The 
other one, boy—the one that says: ‘Remould it 
to the Heart’s Desire.’ Say that one—‘to the 
Heart’s Desire.’”’ 

“1 know that one,” said Bob. “It goes: 


“Ah! Love, could you and I with Him conspire 
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire 
Would not we a 





“Let me finish it,” said Jessie. 


“Would not we shatter it to bits—and then 
Remould it nearer to the heart’s Desire!” 


“Tt’s shattered all right,” said Bob, crunching 
some glass under his heel. 

In some dungeon below the accurate ear of 
Mrs. Pickens, the landlady, located the smash. 

“Te’s that wild Mr. Babbitt coming home 
soused again,’ she said. “And he’s got such a 
nice little wife, too!” 


THE PENDULUM 


EIGHTY-FIRST STREET—let ’em_ out, 
please,” yelled the shepherd in blue. 

A flock of citizen sheep scrambled out and 
another flock scrambled aboard. Ding-ding! 
The cattle cars of the Manhattan Elevated 
rattled away, and John Perkins drifted down the 
stairway of the station with the released flock. 

John walked slowly toward his flat. Slowly, 
because in the lexicon of his daily life there was 
no such word as “perhaps.” There are no sur- 
prises awaiting a man who has been married two 
years and lives in a flat. As he walked John 
Perkins prophesied to himself with gloomy and 
downtrodden cynicism the foregone conclusions 
of the monotonous day. 

Katy would meet him at the door with a kiss 
flavored with cold cream and butter-scotch. 
He would remove his coat, sit upon a macada- 
mized lounge and read, in the evening paper, of 
Russians and Japs slaughtered by the deadly 
linotype. For dinner there would be pot roast, 
a salad flavored with a dressing warranted not 
to crack or injure the leather, stewed rhubarb 
and the bottle of strawberry marmalade blush- 
ing at the certificate of chemical purity on its 
label. After dinner Katy would show him the 
new patch in her crazy quilt that the iceman 
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had cut for her off the end of his four-in-hand. 
At half-past seven they would spread news- 
papers over the furniture to catch the pieces of 
plastering that fell when the fat man in the 
flat overhead began to take his physical culture 
exercises. Exactly at eight Hickey & Mooney, 
of the vaudeville team (unbooked) in the flat 
across the hall, would yield to the gentle in- 
fluence of delirium tremens and begin to over- 
turn chairs under the delusion that Hammer- 
stein was pursuing them with a five-hundred- 
dollar-a-week contract. Then the gent at the 
window across the air-shaft would get out his 
flute; the nightly gas leak would steal forth to 
frolic in the highways; the dumbwaiter would 
slip off its trolley; the janitor would drive Mrs. 
Zanowitski’s five children once more across the 
Yalu; the lady with the champagne shoes and 
the Skye terrier would trip downstairs and 
paste her Thursday name over her bell and 
letter-box—and the evening routine of the 
Frogmore flats would be under way. 

John Perkins knew these things would hap- 
pen. And he knew that at a quarter past eight 
he would summon his nerve and reach for his 
hat, and that his wife would deliver this speech. 
in a querulous tone: 

“Now, where are you going, I’d like to know, 
John Perkins?” 

“Thought I'd drop up to McCloskey’s,” he 
would answer, “and play a game or two of 
pool with the fellows.” 

Of late such had been John Perkins’s habit.' 


At ten or eleven he would return. Sometimes 
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Katy would be asleep; sometimes waiting up, 
ready to melt in the crucible of her ire a little 
more gold plating from the wrought steel chains 
of matrimony. For these things Cupid will 
have to answer when he stands at the bar of 
justice with his victims from the Frogmore flats. 

To-night John Perkins encountered a tremen- 
dous upheaval of the commonplace when he 
reached his door. No Katy was there with 
her affectionate, confectionate kiss. The three 
rooms seemed in portentous disorder. All 
about lay her things in confusion. Shoes in the 
middle of the floor, curling tongs, hair bows, 
kimonos, powder box, jumbled together on 
dresser and chairs—this was not Katy’s way. 
With a sinking heart John saw the comb with a 
curling cloud of her brown hair among its 
teeth. Some unusual hurry and perturbation 
must have possessed her, for she always carefully 
placed these combings in the little blue vase on 
the mantel to be some day formed into the 
coveted feminine “‘rat.”’ 

Hanging conspicuously to the gas jet by a 
string was a folded paper. John seized it. It 
was a note from his wife running thus: 


Dear Joun: 

I just had a telegram saying mother is very sick. J am 
going to take the 4:30 train. Brother Sam is going to 
meet me at the depot there. There is cold mutton in the 
icebox. I hope it isn’t her quinzy again. Pay the milk- 
man 50 cents. She had it bad last spring. Don’t forget 
to write to the company about the gas meter, and your 
good socks are in the top drawer. I will write to-morrow. 


Hastily, 
Katy. 
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Never during their two years of matrimony 
had he and Katy been separated for a night. 
John read the note over and over in a dumb- 
founded way. Here was a break in a routine 
that had never varied, and it left him dazed. 

There on the back of a chair hung, patheti- 
cally empty and formless, the red wrapper with 
black dots that she always wore while getting 
the meals. Her week-day clothes had been 
tossed here and there in her haste. A little 
paper bag of her favorite butter-scotch lay with 
its string yet unwound. A daily paper sprawled 
on the floor, gaping rectangularly where a rail- 
road time-table had been clipped from_ it. 
Everything in the room spoke of a loss, of an 
essence gone, of its soul and life departed. 
John Perkins stood among the dead remains 
with a queer feeling of desolation in his heart. 

He began to set the rooms tidy as well as he 
could. When he touched her clothes a thrill of 
something like terror went through him. He 
had never thought what existence would be 
without Katy. She had become so thoroughly 
annealed into his life that she was like the air 
he breathed—necessary but scarcely noticed. 
Now, without warning, she was gone, vanished, 
as completely absent as if she had never existed. 
Of course it would be only for a few days, or at 
most a week or two, but it seemed to him as if 
the very hand of death had pointed a finger at 
his secure and uneventful home. 

John dragged the cold mutton from the ice- 
box, made coffee, and sat down to a lonely meal 
face to face with the strawberry marmalade’s 
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shameless certificate of purity. Bright among 
withdrawn blessings now appeared to him the 
ghosts of pot roasts and the salad with tan 
polish dressing. His home was dismantled. 
A quinzied mother-in-law had knocked his lares 
and penates sky-high. After his solitary meal 
John sat at a front window. 

He did not care to smoke. Outside the city 
roared to him to come join in its dance of folly 
and pleasure. The night was his. He might go 
forth unquestioned and thrum the strings of 
jollity as free as any gay bachelor there. He 
might carouse and wander and have his fling 
until dawn if he liked; and there would be no 
wrathful Katy waiting for him, bearing the 
chalice that held the dregs of his joy. He might 
play pool at McCloskey’s with his roistering 
friends until Aurora dimmed the electric bulbs 
if he chose. The hymeneal strings that had 
curbed him always when the Frogmore flats 
had palled upon him were loosened. Katy was 
gone. 

John Perkins was not accustomed to analyz- 
ing his emotions. But as he sat in his Katy- 
bereft 10 x 12 parlor he hit unerringly upon the 
keynote of his discomfort. He knew now that 
Katy was necessary to his happiness. His 
feeling for her, lulled into unconsciousness by 
the dull round of domesticity, had been sharply 
stirred by the loss of her presence. Has it not 
been dinned into us by proverb and sermon and 
fable that we never prize the music till the sweet- 
voiced bird has flown—or in other no less florid 
and true utterances? 
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ins, “the way I’ve been treating Katy. 
every night playing pool and bumming with the 
boys instead of staying home with her. The 
poor girl here all alone with nothing to amuse 
her, and me acting that way! John Perkins, 
you're the worst kind of a shine. I’m going to 
make it up for the little girl. Ill take her out 
and let her see some amusement. And [’ll cut 
out the McCloskey gang right from this min- 
tite: 

Yes, there was the city roaring outside for 
John Perkins to come dance in the train of 
Momus. And at McCloskey’s the boys were 
knocking the balls idly into the pockets against 
the hour for the nightly game. But no primrose 
way nor clicking cue could woo the remorseful 
soul of Perkins the bereft. The thing that was 
his, lightly held and half scorned, had been 
taken away from him, and he wanted it. Back- 
ward to a certain man named Adam, whom the 
cherubim bounced from the orchard, could 
Perkins, the remorseful, trace his descent. 

Near the right hand of John Perkins stood 
a chair. On the back of it stood Katy’s blue 
shirtwaist. It still retained something of her 
contour. Midway of the sleeves were fine, 
individual wrinkles made by the movements of 
her arms in working for his comfort and pleas- 
ure. A delicate but impelling odor of blue- 
bells came from it. John took it and looked 
long and soberly at the unresponsive grenadine. 
Katy had never been unresponsive. Tears:— 
yes, tears—came into John Perkins’s eyes. 
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When she came back things would be different. 
He would make up for all his neglect. What 
was life without her? 

The door opened. Katy walked in carrying 
a little hand satchel. John stared at her 
stupidly. 

“My! I’m glad to get’ back,” said Katy. 
“Ma wasn’t sick to amount to anything. Sam 
was at the depot, and said she just had a little 
spell, and got all right soon after they tele- 
graphed. So I took the next train back. I’m 
just dying for a cup of coffee.” 

Nobody heard the click and rattle of the 
cogwheels as the third-floor-front of the Frog- 
more flats buzzed its machinery back into the 
Order of Things. A band slipped, a spring 
was touched, the gear was adjusted and the 
wheels revolve in their old orbit. 

John Perkins looked at the clock. It was 
8.15. He reached for his hat and walked to the 
door. 

““Now, where are you going, I'd like to know, 
John Perkins?” asked Katy, in a querulous tone. 

“Thought I’d drop up to McCloskey’s,”’ said 
John, “‘and play a game or two of pool with the 
fellows.” 


TWO THANKSGIVING DAY 
GENTLEMEN 


THERE is one day that is ours. There is one 
day when all we Americans who are not self- 
made go back to the old home to eat saleratus 
biscuits and marvel how much nearer to the 
porch the old pump looks than it used to. 
Bless the day. President Roosevelt gives it to 
us. We hear some talk of the Puritans, but 
don’t just remember who they were. Bet we 
can lick ’em, anyhow, if they try to land again. 
Plymouth Rocks? Well, that sounds more 
familiar. Lots of us have had to come down to 
hens since the Turkey Trust got its work in. 
But somebody in Washington is leaking out 
advance information to ’em about these Thanks- 
giving proclamations. 

The big city east of the cranberry bogs has 
made Thanksgiving Day an institution. The 
last Thursday in November is the only day in 
the year on which it recognizes the part of 
America lying across the ferries. It is the one 
day that is purely American. Yes, a day of 
celebration, exclusively American. 

And now for the story which is to prove to you 
that we have traditions on this side of the ocean 
that are becoming older at a much rapider rate 
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than those of England are—thanks to our git-up 
and enterprise. 

Stuffy Pete took his seat on the third bench 
to the right as you enter Union Square from 
the east, at the walk opposite the fountain. 
Every Thanksgiving Day for nine years he had 
taken his seat there promptly at 1 o'clock. 
For every time he had done so things had hap- 
pened to him—Charles Dickensy things that 
swelled his waistcoat above his heart, and 
equally on the other side. 

But to-day Stuffy Pete’s appearance at the 
annual trysting place seemed to have been 
rather the result of habit than of the yearly 
hunger which, as the philanthropists seem to 
think, afflicts the poor at such extended inter- 
vals. 

Certainly Pete was not hungry. He had just 
come from a feast that had left him of his 
powers barely those of respiration and locomo- 
tion. His eyes were like two pale gooseberries 
firmly imbedded in a swollen and gravy-smeared 
mask of putty. His breath came in short 
wheezes; a senatorial roll of adipose tissue denied 
a fashionable set to his upturned coat collar. 
Buttons that had been sewed upon his clothes 
by kind Salvation fingers a week before flew 
like popcorn, strewing the earth around him. 
Ragged he was, with a split shirt front open to 
the wishbone; but the November breeze, carry- 
ing fine snowflakes, brought him only a grateful 
coolness. For Stuffy Pete was overcharged 
with the caloric produced by a super-bountiful 
dinner, beginning with oysters and ending with 
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plum pudding, and including (it seemed to him) 
all the roast turkey and baked potatoes and 
chicken salad and squash pie and ice cream in 
the world. Wherefore he sat, gorged, and gazed 
upon the world with after-dinner contempt. 

The meal had been an unexpected one. He 
was passing a red brick mansion near the begin- 
ning of Fifth Avenue, in which lived two old 
ladies of ancient family and a reverence for 
traditions. They even denied the existence of 
New York, and believed that Thanksgiving Day 
was declared solely for Washington Square. 
One of their traditional habits was to station a 
servant at the postern gaté with orders to admit 
the first hungry wayfarer that came along after 
the hour of noon had struck, and banquet him to 
afinish. Stuffy Pete happened to pass by on his 
way to the park, and the seneschals gathered 
him in and upheld the custom of the castle. 

After Stuffy Pete had gazed straight before him 
for ten minutes he was conscious of a desire for a 
more varied field of vision. With a tremendous 
effort he moved his head slowly to the left. 
And then his eyes bulged out fearfully, and his 
breath ceased, and the rough-shod ends of his 
short legs wriggled and rustled on the gravel. 

For the Old Gentleman was coming across 
Fourth Avenue toward his bench. 

Every Thanksgiving Day for nine years the 
Old Gentleman had come there and found Stuffy 
Pete on his bench. That was a thing that the 
Old Gentleman was trying to make a tradition 
of. Every Thanksgiving Day for nine years 
he had found Stuffy there, and had led him to a 
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restaurant and watched him eat a big dinner. 
They do those things in England unconsciously. 
But this is a young country, and nine years is 
not so bad. The Old Gentleman was a stanch 
American patriot, and considered himself a 
pioneer in American tradition. In order to be- 
come picturesque we must keep on doing one 
thing for a long time without ever letting it get 
away from us. Something like collecting the 
weekly dimes in industrial insurance. Or clean- 
ing the streets. 

The Old Gentleman moved, straight and 
stately, toward the Institution that he was rear- 
ing. Truly, the annual feeling of Stuffy Pete 
was nothing national in its character, such as 
the Magna Charta or jam for breakfast was in 
England. But it was a step. It was almost 
feudal. It showed, at least, that a Custom was 
not impossible to New Y— ahem!—America. 

The Old Gentleman was thin and tall and 
sixty. He was dressed all in black, and wore 
the old-fashioned kind of glasses that won’t 
stay on your nose. His hair was whiter and 
thinner than it had been last year, and he 
seemed to make more use of his big, knobby cane 
with the crooked handle. 

As his established benefactor came up Stuffy 
wheezed and shuddered like some woman’s 
over-fat pug when a street dog bristles up at 
him. He would have flown,’but all the skill of 
Santos-Dumont could not have separated him 
from his bench. Well had the myrmidons of 
the two old ladies done their work. 

‘Good morning,” said the Old Gentleman. 
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“I am glad to perceive that the vicissitudes of 
another year have spared you to move in health 
about the beautiful world. For that blessing 
alone this day of thanksgiving 1s well proclaimed 
to each of us. If you will come with me, my 
man, I will provide you with a dinner that 
should make your physical being accord with the 
mental.” 

That is what the Old Gentleman said every 
time. Every Thanksgiving Day for nine years. 
The words themselves almost formed an Insti- 
tution. Nothing could be compared with them 
except the Declaration of Independence. Al- 
ways before they had been music in Stuffy’s 
ears. But now he looked up at the Old Gentle- 
man’s face with tearful agony in his own. The 
fine snow almost sizzled when it fell upon his 
perspiring brow. But the Old Gentleman 
shivered a little and turned his back to the 
wind. 

Stuffy had always wondered why the Old 
Gentleman spoke his speech rather sadly. He 
did not know that it was because he was wish- 
ing every time that he had a son to succeed 
him. A son who would come there after he 
was gone—a son who would stand proud and 
strong before some subsequent Stuffy, and say: 
“In memory of my father.”” Then it would be 
an Institution. 

But the Old Gentleman had no relatives. He 
lived in rented rooms in one of the decayed old 
family brownstone mansions in one of the quiet 
streets east of the park. In the winter he 
raised fuchsias in a little conservatory the size 
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of a steamer trunk. In the spring he walked in 
the Easter parade. In the summer he lived 
at a farmhouse in the New Jersey hills, and sat 
in a wicker armchair, speaking of a butterfly, 
the ornithoptera amphrisius, that he hoped to 
find some day. In the autumn he fed Stuffy a 
dinner. These were the Old Gentleman’s oc- 
cupations. 

Stuffy Pete looked up at him for a half 
minute, stewing and helpless in his own self- 
pity. The Old Gentleman’s eyes were bright 
with the giving-pleasure. His face was getting 
more lined each year, but his little black necktie 
was in as jaunty a bow as ever, and his linen was 
beautiful and white, and his gray mustache was 
curled carefully at the ends. And then Stuffy 
made a noise that sounded like peas bub- 
bling in a pot. Speech was intended; and as 
the Old Gentleman had heard the sounds nine 
times before, he rightly construed them into 
Stuffy’s old formula of acceptance. 

“Thankee, sir. I’ll go with ye, and much 
obliged. I’m very hungry, sir.” 

The coma of repletion had not prevented 
from entering Stuffy’s mind the conviction that 
he was the basis of an Institution. His Thanks- 
giving appetite was not his own; it belonged by 
all the sacred rights of established custom, if 
not by the actual Statute of Limitations, to this 
kind old gentleman who had preémpted it. 
True, America is free; but in order to establish 
tradition some one must be a repetend—a re- 
peating decimal. The heroes are not all heroes 
of steel and gold. See one here that wielded 
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only weapons of iron, badly silvered, and tin. 

The Old Gentleman led his annual protege 
southward to the restaurant, and to the table 
where the feast had always occurred. They 
were recognized. 

““Here comes de old guy,” said a waiter, “dat 
blows dat same bum to a meal every Thanks- 
giving.” 

The Old Gentleman sat across the table glow- 
ing like a smoked pearl at his corner-stone of 
future ancient Tradition. The waiters heaped 
the table with holiday food—and Stuffy, with a 
sigh that was mistaken for hunger’s expression, 
raised knife and fork and carved for himself a 
crown of imperishable bay. 

o more valiant hero ever fought his way 
through the ranks of anenemy. ‘Turkey, chops, 
soups, vegetables, pies, disappeared before him 
as fast as they could be served. Gorged nearly 
to the uttermost when he entered the restaurant, 
the smell of food had almost caused him to lose 
his honor as a gentleman, but he rallied like a 
true knight. He saw the look of beneficent 
happiness on the Old Gentleman’s face—a 
happier look than even the fuchsias and the 
ornithoptera amphrisius had ever brought to it 
—and he had not the heart to see it wane. 

In an hour Stuffy leaned back with a battle 
won. 

““Thankee kindly, sir,” he puffed like a leaky 
steam pipe; ‘‘thankee kindly for a hearty meal.” 

Then he arose heavily with glazed eyes and 
started toward the kitchen. A waiter turned 
him about like a top, and pointed him toward 
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the door. The Old Gentleman carefully counted 
out $1.30 in silver change, leaving three nickels 
for the waiter. 

They parted as they did each year at the door, 
the Old Gentleman going south, Stuffy north. 

Around the first corner Stuffy turned, and 
stood for one minute. Then he seemed to puff 
out his rags as an owl puffs out his feathers, and 
fell to the sidewalk like a sunstricken horse. 

When the ambulance came the young surgeon 
and the driver cursed softly at his weight. 
There was no smell of whiskey to justify a trans- 
fer to the patrol wagon, so Stuffy and his two 
dinners went to the hospital. There they 
stretched him on a bed and began to test him 
for strange diseases, with the hope of getting a 
chance at some problem with the bare steel. 

And lo! an hour later another ambulance 
brought the Old Gentleman. And they laid 
him on another bed and spoke of appendicitis, 
for he looked good for the bill. 

But pretty soon one of the young doctors met 
one of the young nurses whose eyes he liked, and 
stopped to chat with her about the cases. 

That nice old gentleman over there, now, 
he said, ‘“you wouldn’t think that was a case of 
almost starvation. Proud old family, I guess. 
He told me he hadn’t eaten a thing for three 
days.” 


THE ASSESSOR OF SUCCESS 
HASTINGS BEAUCHAMP MORLEY saun- 


tered across Union Square with a pitying look at 
the hundreds that lolled upon the park benches. 
They were a motley lot, he thought; the men 
with stolid, animal, unshaven faces; the women 
wriggling and self-conscious, twining and un- 
twining their feet that hung four inches above 
the gravelled walks. 

Were I Mr. Carnegie or Mr. Rockefeller I 
would put a few millions in my inside pocket 
and make an appointment with all the Park 
Commissioners (around the corner, if necessary) 
and arrange for benches in all the parks of the 
world low enough for women to sit upon, and 
rest their feet upon the ground. After that I 
might furnish libraries to towns that would pay 
for ’em, or build sanitariums for crank profes- 
sors, and call ’em colleges, if I wanted to. 

Women’s rights societies have been laboring 
for many years after equality with man. With 
what result? When they sit on a bench they 
must twist their ankles together and uncomfor- 
tably swing their highest French heels clear of 
earthly support. Begin at the bottom, ladies. 
Get your feet on the ground, and then rise to 
theories of mental equality. 

Hastings Beauchamp Morley was carefully 
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and neatly dressed. That was the result of 
an instinct due to his birth and breeding. It is 
denied us to look further into a man’s bosom 
than the starch on his shirt front; so it is left to 
us only to recount his walks and conversation. 

Morley had not a cent in his pockets; but he 
smiled pityingly at a hundred grimy, unfor- 
tunate ones who had no more, and who would 
have no more when the sun’s first rays yellowed 
the tall paper-cutter building on the west side 
of the square. But Morley would have enough 
by then. Sundown had seen his pockets empty 
before; but sunrise had always seen them lined. 

First he went to the house of a clergyman off 
Madison Avenue and presented a forged Jetter of 
introduction that holily purported to issue from 
a pastorate in Indiana. ‘This netted him $5 
when backed up by a realistic romance of a de- 
layed remittance. 

On the sidewalk, twenty steps from the clergy- 
man’s door, a pale-faced, fat man huskily en- 
veloped him with a raised red fist and the voice 
of a bell buoy, demanding payment of an old 
score. 

“Why, Bergman, man,’ sang Morley, dulcetly, 
“is this you? I was just on my way up to your 
place to settle up. That remittance from my 
aunt arrived only this morning. Wrong ad- 
dress was the trouble. Come up to the corner 
and I’ll square up. Gladtosee you. Saves me 
a walk.” 

Four drinks placated the emotional Bergman. 
There was an air about Morley when he was 
backed by money in hand that would have 
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was penniless his bluff was pitched half a tone 
lower, but few were competent to detect the dif- 
ference in the notes. 

“You gum to mine blace and bay me to- 
morrow, Mr. Morley,” said Bergman. ‘‘Oxcuse 
me dat [ dun you on der street. But I haf not 
seen you in dree mont’. Pros’t!” 

Morley walked away with a crooked smile on 
his pale, smooth face. The credulous, drink- 
softened German amused him. He would have 
to avoid Twenty-ninth Street inthe future. He 
had not been aware that Bergman ever went 
home by that route. 

At the door of a darkened house two squares 
to the north Morley knocked with a peculiar se- 
quence of raps. ‘The door opened to the length 
of a six-inch chain, and the pompous, important 
black face of an African guardian imposed itself 
in the opening. Morley was admitted. 

In a third-story room, in an atmosphere 
opaque with smoke, he hung for ten minutes 
above a roulette wheel. Then downstairs he 
crept, and was out-sped by the important Negro, 
jingling in his pocket the 40 cents in silver that 
remained to him of his five-dollar capital. At 
the corner he lingered, undecided. 

Across the street was a drug store, well 
lighted, sending forth gleams from the German 
silver and crystal of its soda fountain and 
glasses. Along came a youngster of five, 
headed for the dispensary, stepping high with 
the consequence of a big errand, possibly one to 
which his advancing age had earned him promo- 
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tion. In his hand he clutched something 
tightly, publicly, proudly, conspicuously. 

uy stopped him with his winning smile 
and soft speech. 

“Mer” said the youngster. “I’m doin’ to the 
drug ‘tore for Mamma. Slfe dave me a dollar 
to buy a bottle of med’cin.” 

“Now, now, now!” said Morley. ‘Such a 
big man you are to be doing errands for Mamma. 
I must go along with my little man to see that 
the cars don’t run over him. And on the way 
we ll have some chocolates. Or would he rather 
have lemon drops?” 

Morley entered the drug store leading the 
child by the hand. He presented the prescrip- 
tion that had been wrapped around the money. 

On his face was a smile, predatory, parental, 
politic, profound. 

‘Aqua pura, one pint,” said he to the drug- 
gist. ‘‘Sodium chloride, ten grains. Fiat solu- 
tion. And don’t try to skin me, because I know 
all about the number of gallons of Hz O in the 
Croton reservoir, and | always use the other in- 
gredient on my potatoes.” 

“Fifteen cents,” said the druggist, with a 
wink, after he had compounded the order. “I 
see you understand pharmacy. A dollar is the 
regular price.’ 

“To gulls,”’ said Morley, smilingly. 

He settled the wrapped bottle carefully in 
the child’s arms and escorted him to the corner. 
In his own pocket he dropped the 85 cents 
accruing to him by virtue of his chemical 
knowledge. 
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‘Look out for the cars, sonny,” he said, cheer- 
fully, to his small victim. 

Two street cars suddenly swooped in opposite 
directions upon the youngster. Morley dashed 
between them and pinned the infantile messen- 
ger by the neck, holding him in safety. Then 
from the corner of his street he sent him on his 
way, swindled, happy, and sticky with vile, 
cheap candy from the Italian’s fruit stand. 

Morley went to a restaurant and ordered 
a sirloin and a pint of inexpensive Chateau 
Breuille. He laughed noiselessly, but so gen- 
uinely that the waiter ventured to premise that 
good news had come his way. 

“Why, no,” said Morley, who seldom held 
conversation with any one. “It is not that. 
It is something else that amuses me. Do you 
know what three divisions of people ate easiest 
to over-reach in transactions of all kinds?” 

“Sure,” said the waiter, calculating the size of 
the tip promised by the careful knot of Morley’s 
tie; “‘there’s the buyers from the dry goods 
stores in the South during August, and honey- 
mooners from Staten Island, and i 

“Wrong!” said Morley, chuckling happily. 
“The answer is just—men, women, and children. 
The world—well, say New York and as far as 
summer boarders can swim out from Long 
Island—is full of greenhorns. Two minutes 
longer on the broiler would have made this steak 
fit to be eaten by a gentleman, Francois.” 


“If yez t’inks it’s on de bum,” said the waiter, 
CORN +? 
1 ]]—— 
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Morley lifted his hand in protest—slightly 
martyred protest. 

“It will do,” he said, magnanimously. ‘‘And 
now, green Chartreuse, frappé and a demi- 
tasse.”’ 

Morley went out leisurely and stood on a 
corner where two tradeful arteries of the city 
cross. With a solitary dime in his pocket, he 
stood on the curb watching with confident, cyni- 
cal, smiling eyes the tides of people that flowed 
past him. Into that stream he must cast his 
net and draw fish for his further sustenance and 
need. Good Izaak Walton had not the half of 
his self-reliance and bait-lore. 

A joyful party of four—two women and two 
men—fell upon him with cries of delight. There 
was a dinner party on—where had he been for a 
fortnight past?—what luck to thus run upon 
him! They surrounded and engulfed him—he 
must join them—tra la la—and the rest. 

One with a white hat plume curving to the 
shoulder touched his sleeve, and cast at the 
others a triumphant look that said: “See what 
I can do with him?” and added her queen’s com- 
mand to the invitations. 

“T leave you to imagine,” said Morley, pa- 
thetically, ‘how it desolates me to forego the 

leasure. But my friend Carruthers, of the 
New York Yacht Club, is to pick me up here in 
his motor car at 8.” 

The white plume tossed, and the quartet 
danced like midges around an aré light down the 
frolicsome way. 
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Morley stood, turning over and over the dime 
in his pocket and laughing gleefully to him- 
self. 

““Front,’” he chanted under his breath; 
*““front’ does it. It is trumps in the game. 
How they takeitin! Men, women, and children 
—forgeries, water-and-salt lies—how they all 
take it in!” 

An old man with an ill-fitting suit, a strag- 
gling gray beard, and a corpulent umbrella 
hopped from the conglomeration of cabs and 
street cars to the sidewalk at Morley’s side. 

“Stranger,” said he, “‘excuse me for troubling 
you, but do you know anybody in this here town | 
named Solomon Smothers? He’s my son, and 
I’ve come down from Ellenville to visit him. 
Be darned if I know what I done with his street 
and number.” 

“T do not, sir,’ said Morley, half closing his 
eyes to veil the joy inthem. ‘You had better 
apply to the police.” 

“The police!’ said the old man. “I ain’t| 
done nothin’ to call in the police about. I just 
come down to see Ben. He lives in a five-story | 
house, he writes me. If you know anybody} 
by that name and could = | 

“T told you I did not,” said Morley, coldly. 
“TI know no one by the name of Smithers, and I) 
advise you to——”’ 

“‘Smothers not Smithers,” interrupted the old! 
man, hopefully. ‘A heavy-set man, sandy com-- 
plected, about twenty-nine, two front teeth out,, 
about five foot 

“Oh, “Smothers!” exclaimed Morley. ‘‘Solf 
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Smothers? Why, he lives in the next house to 
me. I thought you said ‘Smithers.’” 

Morley looked at his watch. You must have 
awatch. Youcan doit foradollar. Better go 
hungry than forego a gunmetal or the ninety- 
eight-cent one that the railroads—according to 
these watchmakers—are run by. 

“The Bishop of Long Island,” said Morley, 
“was to meet me here at 8 to dine with me at 
the Kingfishers’ Club. But I can’t leave the 
father of my friend Sol Smothers alone on the 
street. By St. Swithin, Mr. Smothers, we Wall 
Street men have to work! ‘Tired is no name for 
it! I was about to step across to the other cor- 
ner and have a glass of ginger ale with a dash of 
sherry when you approached me. You must 
let me take you to Sol’s house, Mr. Smothers. 
But before we take the car I hope you will join 
me in 

An hour later Morley seated himself on the 
end of a quiet bench in ‘Madison Square, with a 
twenty-five-cent cigar between his lips and $140 
in deeply creased bills in his inside pocket. 
Content, light-hearted, ironical, keenly philoso- 
phic, he watched the moon drifting in and out 
amidst a maze of flying clouds. An old, ragged 
man with a low-bowed head sat at the other end 
of the bench. 

Presently the old man stirred and looked at 
his bench companion. In Morley’s appearance 
he seemed to recognize something superior to 
the usual nightly occupants of the benches. 

Kind sir,” he whined, “if you could spare a 
dime or even a few pennies to one who 








60 THE TRIMMED LAMP 


Morley cut short his stereotyped appeal by 
throwing him a dollar. 

“God bless you!” said the old man. “‘I’ve 
been trying to find work for a 

Work!’ echoed Morley with his ringing 
laugh. ‘You area fool, my friend. The world 
is a rock to you, no doubt; but you must be an 
Aaron and smite it with your rod. Then things 
better than water will gush out of it for you. 
That is what the world is for. It gives to me 
whatever I want from it.” 

““God has blessed you,” said the old man. 
“Tt is only work that I have known. And now 
I can get no more.” 

“T must go home,” said Morley, rising and 
buttoning his coat. “I stopped here only for a 
smoke. I hope you may find work.” 

“May your kindness be rewarded this night,” 
said the old man. 

“Oh,” said Morley, “you have your wish 
already. I am satisfied. I think good luck 
follows me like a dog. I am for yonder bright 
hotel across the square for the night. And 
what a moon that is lighting up the city to-: 
night. I think no one enjoys the moonlight and. 
such little things as I do. Well, a good-night to» 
you. 

Morley walked to the corner where he would| 
cross to his hotel. He blew slow streams of! 
smoke from his cigar heavenward. A policeman) 
passing saluted to his benign nod. What a fine: 
moon it was. 

The clock struck nine as a girl just entering: 
womanhood stopped on the corner waiting fori 
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the approaching car. She was hurrying as if 
homeward from employment or delay. Her 
eyes were clear and pure, she was dressed in 
simple white, she looked eagerly for the car and 
neither to the right nor the left. 

Morley knew her. Eight years before 16 had 
sat on the same bench with her at school. There 
had been no sentiment between them—nothing 
but the friendship of innocent days. 

But he turned down the side street to a quiet 
spot and laid his suddenly burning face against 
the cool iron of a lamp-post, and said dully: 


“God! I wish I could die.” 


THE BUYER FROM CACTUS CITY 


IT IS well that hay fever and colds do not ob- 
tain in the healthful vicinity of Cactus City, 
Texas, for the dry goods emporium of Navarro & 
Platt, situated there, is not to be sneezed at. 

Twenty thousand people in Cactus City scat- 
ter their silver coin with liberal hands for the 
things that their hearts desire. The bulk of this 
semi-precious metal goes to Navarro & Platt. 
Their huge brick building covers enough ground 
to graze a dozen head of sheep. You can buy of 
them a rattlesnake-skin necktie, an automobile, 
or an eighty-five dollar, latest style, lady’s tan 
coat in twenty different shades. Navarro & 
Platt first introduced pennies west of the Colo- 
rado River. They had been ranchmen with 
business heads, who saw that the world did not 
necessarily have to cease its revolutions after 
free grass went out. 

Every Spring, Navarro, senior partner, fifty- 
five, half-Spanish, cosmopolitan, able, polished, 
had “‘gone on” to New York to buy goods. 
This year he shied at taking up the long trail. 
He was undoubtedly growing older; and he 
looked at his watch several times a day before 
the hour came for his siesta. 

“John,” he said, to his junior partner, ‘you 
shall go on this year to buy the goods.” 
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Platt looked tired. 

“Vm told,” said he, “that New York is a 
plumb dead town; but [Il go. I can take a 
whirl in San Antone for a few days on my way 
and have some fun.”’ 

Two weeks later a man in a Texas full dress 
suit—black frock coat, broad-brimmed soft 
white hat, and lay-down collar 3-4 inch high, 
with black, wrought-iron necktie—entered the 
wholesale cloak and suit establishment of 
Zizzbaum & Son, on lower Broadway. 

Old Zizzbaum had the eye of an osprey, the 
memory of an elephant, and a mind that un- 
folded from him in three movements like the 
puzzle of the carpenter’s rule. He rolled to the 
front lke a brunette polar bear, and shook 
Platt’s hand. 

“And how is the good Mr. Navarro in 
Texas?” he said. ‘The trip was too long for 
him this year, sof. We welcome Mr. Platt in- 
stead.”’ 

‘A bull’s eye,” said Platt, “and I’d give forty 
acres of unirrigated Pecos County land to know 
how you did it. 

“T knew,” grinned Zizzbaum, “just as I know 
that the rainfall in El Paso for the year was 28.5 
inches, or an increase of 15 inches, and that 
therefore Navarro & Platt will buy a $15,000 
stock of suits this spring instead of $10,000, as in 
adry year. But that will be to-morrow. There 
is first a cigar in my private office that will re- 
move from your mouth the taste of the ones you 
smuggle across the Rio Grande and like—be- 
cause they are smuggled ”’ 
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It was late in the afternoon and business for 
the day had ended. Zizzbaum left Platt with a 
half-smoked cigar, and came out of the private 
office to Son, who was arranging his diamond 
scarfpin before a mirror, ready to leave. 

“Abey,” he said, ‘‘you will have to take Mr. 
Platt around to-night and show him things. 
They are customers for ten years. Mr. Navarro 
and I we played chess every moment of spare 
time when he came. That is good, but Mr. 
Platt is a young man and this is his first visit to 
New York. He should amuse easily.” 

“All right,” said Abey, screwing the guard 
tightly on his pin. “I'll take him on. After 
he’s seen the Flatiron and the head waiter at 
the Hotel Astor and heard the phonograph play 
‘Under the Old Apple Tree’ it’ll be half-past 
ten, and Mr. Texas will be ready to roll up in his 
blanket. I’ve got a supper engagement at I1:30, 
but he'll be all to the Mrs. Winslow before 
then.” 

The next morning at 10 Platt walked into the 
store ready to do business. He had a bunch of 
hyacinths pinned on his lapel. Zizzbaum him- 
self waited on him. Navarro & Platt were good 
customers, and never failed to take their dis- 
count for cash. 

“And what did you think of our little town? 
asked Zizzbaum, with the fatuous smile of ia 
Manhattanite. 

“T shouldn’t care to live in it,” said the Texan. 
“Your son and I knocked around quite a little 
last night. You’ve got good water, but Cactus 
City is better lit up.’ 
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“We've got a few lights on Broadway, don’t 
you think, Mr. Platt?” 

“And a good many shadows,” said Platt. 
“T think I ike your horses best. I haven't seen 
a crowbait since I’ve been in town.’ 

Zizzbaum led him up stairs to show the sam- 
ples of suits. 

“Ask Miss Asher to come,” he said to a clerk. 

Miss Asher came, and Platt, of Navarro & 
Platt, felt for the first time the wonderful bright 
light of romance and glory descend upon him. 
He stood still as a granite cliff above the canon 
of the Colorado, with his wide-open eyes fixed 
upon her. She noticed his look and flushed a 
little, which was contrary to her custom. 

Miss Asher was the crack model of Zizzbaum 
& Son. She was of the blond type known as 
“‘medium,” and her measurements even went 
the required 38-25-42 standard a little better. 
She had been at Zizzbaum’s two years, and 
knew her business. Her eye was bright, but 
cool; and had she chosen to match her gaze 
against the optic of the famed basilisk, that 
fabulous: monster’s gaze would have wavered 
and softened first. Incidentally, she knew 
buyers. 

“Now, Mr. Platt,” said Zizzbaum, “I want 
you to see these princess gowns in the light 
shades. They will be the thing in your climate. 
This first, if you please, Miss Asher.” 

Swiftly i in and out of the dressing-room the 
prize model flew, each time wearing a new cos- 
tume and looking more stunning with every 
change. She posed with absolute self-possession 
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before the stricken buyer, who stood, tongue- 
tied and motionless, while Zizzbaum orated 
oilily of the styles. On the model’s face was her 
faint, impersonal professional smile that seemed 
to cover something like weariness or contempt. 

When the display was over Platt seemed to 
hesitate. Zizzbaum was a little anxious, think- 
ing that his customer might be inclined to try 
elsewhere. But Platt was only looking over in 
his mind the best building sites in Cactus City, 
trying to select one on which to build a house 
for his wife-to-be—who was just then in the 
dressing-room taking off an evening gown of 
lavender and tulle. 

“Take your time, Mr. Platt,” said Zizzbaum. 
“Think it over to-night. You won’t find any- 
body else meet our prices on goods like these. 
I’m afraid you’re having a dull time in New 
York, Mr. Platt. A young man like you—of 
course, you miss the society of the ladies. 
Wouldn’t you like a nice young lady to take out 
to dinner this evening? Miss Asher, now, is a 
very nice young lady; she will make it agreeable 
for you.” 

“Why, she doesn’t know me,” said Platt, 
wonderingly. “She doesn’t know anything 
about me. Would she go? I’m not acquainted 
with her.” 

“Would she go?’ repeated Zizzbaum, with 
uplifted eyebrows. ‘Sure, she would go. I 
will introduce you. Sure, she would go.” 

He called Miss Asher loudly. 

She came, calm and slightly contemptuous, in 
her white shirt waist and plain black skirt. 
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“Mir. Platt would like the pleasure of your 
company to dinner this evening,” said Zizz- 
baum, walking away. 

“Sure,” said Miss Asher, looking at the ceil- 
ing. ‘Ud be much pleased. Nine-eleven West 
Twentieth Street. What time?” 

“Say seven o'clock.” 

“All right, but please don’t come ahead of 
time. I room with a school teacher, and she 
doesn’t allow any gentlemen to call in the room. 
There isn’t any parlor, so you'll have to wait in 
the hall. Til be ready.” 

At half-past seven Platt and Miss Asher sat at 
a table in a Broadway restaurant. She was 
dressed in a plain, filmy black. Platt didn’t 
know that it was all a part of her day’s work. 

With the unobtrusive aid of a good waiter he 
managed to order a respectable dinner, minus 
the usual Broadway preliminaries. 

Miss Asher flashed upon him a dazzling smile. 

““Mayn’t I have something to drink?’ she 
asked. 

“Why, certainly, 
want.” 

““A dry Martini,” she said to the waiter. 

When it was brought and set before her Platt 
reached over and took it away. 

“What is this?’ he asked. 

‘fA cocktail, of course.” 

“T thought it was some kind of tea you or- 
dered. This is liquor. You’ can’t drink this. 
What is your first name?” 

“To my intimate friends,”’ said Miss Asher, 
freezingly, ‘it is ‘Helen.’}” 


) 


’ said Platt. “Anything you 
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“Listen, Helen,” said Platt, leaning over the 
table. “‘For many years every time the spring 
flowers blossomed out on the prairies I got to 
thinking of somebody that I’d never seen or 
heard of. I knew it was you the minute I saw 
vou yesterday. I’m going back home to- 
morrow, and you're going with me. I know it, 
for I saw it in your eyes when you first looked at 
me. You needn’t kick, for you’ve got to fall 
into line. Here’s a little trick I picked out for 
you on my way over.” 

He flicked a two-carat diamond solitaire ring 
across the table. Miss Asher flipped it back to 
him with her fork. 

“Don’t get fresh,’ she said, severely. 

“Ym worth a hundred thousand dollars,” 
said Platt. “VIL build you the finest house in 
west Texas.” 

“You can’t buy me, Mr. Buyer,” said Miss 
Asher, “‘if you had a hundred million. I didn’t 
think I'd have to call you down. You didn’t 
look like the others to me at first, but I see 
you're all alike.” 

“All who?” asked Platt. 

“All you buyers. You think because we girls 
have to go out to dinner with you or lose our jobs 
that you’re privileged to say what you please. 
Well, forget it. J thought you were different 
from the others, but I see I was mistaken.” 

Platt struck his fingers on the table with a 
gesture of sudden, illuminating satisfaction. 

“Tve got it!’ he exclaimed, almost hilariously 
—“the Nicholson place, over on the north side. 
There’s a big grove of live oaks and a natural 
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lake. ‘The old house can be pulled down and 
the new one set further back.” 

“Put out your pipe,” said Miss Asher. “I’m 
sorry to wake you up, but you fellows might as 
well get wise, once for all, to where you stand. 
I’m supposed to go to dinner with you and help 
jolly you along so you'll trade with old Zizzy, 
but don’t expect to find me in any of the suits 
you buy.” 

“Do you mean to tell me,” said Platt, “‘that 
you go out this way with customers, and they all 
—they all talk to you like I have?” 

“They all make plays,’ said Miss Asher. 
“But I must say that you’ve got ’em beat in one 
respect. They generally talk diamonds, while 
you've actually dug one up.” 

“How long have you been working, Helen?” 

“Got my name pat, haven’t you? I’ve been 
supporting myself for eight years. I was a cash 
girl and a wrapper and then a shop girl until I 
was grown, and then I got to be a suit model. 
Mr. Texas Man, don’t you think a little wine 
would make this dinner a little less dry?” 

“You’re not going to drink wine any more, 
dear. It’s awful to think how [ll come 
to the store to-morrow and get you. I want 
you to pick out an automobile before we leave. 
That’s all we need to buy here.” 

“Oh, cut that out. If you knew how sick I 
am of hearing such talk.”’ 

After the dinner they walked down Broadway 
and came upon Diana’s little wooded park. 
The trees caught Platt’s eye at once, and he 
must turn along under the winding walk be- 
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neath them. The lights shone upon two bright 
tears in the model’s eyes. 

*‘T don’t like that,” said Platt. ‘“‘What’s the 
matter?’ 

“Don’t you mind,” said Miss Asher. “Well, 
it’s because—well, I didn’t think you were that 
kind when I first saw you. But you are all alike. 
And now will you take me home, or will I have to 
calla-cop?’ 

Platt took her to the door of her boarding- 
house. They stood for a minute in the vestibule. 
She looked at him with such scorn in her eyes 
that even his heart of oak began to waver. His 
arm was halfway around her waist, when she 
struck him a stinging blow on the face with her 
open hand. 

As he stepped back a ring fell from somewhere 
and bounded on the tiled floor. Platt groped 
for it and found it. 

“Now, take your useless diamond and go, 
Mr. Buyer,” she said. 

“This was the other one—the wedding ring,” 
said the Texan, holding the smooth gold band 
on the palm of his hand. 

Miss Asher’s eyes blazed upon him in the 
half darkness. 

“Was that what you meant ?—did you a 

Somebody opened the door from inside the 
house. 

“Good-night,” said Platt. ‘Ill see you at the 
store to-morrow.” 

Miss Asher ran up to her room and shook the 
school teacher until she sat up in bed ready to 
scream “ Fire!” 
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“Where is it?”’ she cried. 

“That’s what I want to know,” said the 
model. ‘‘You’ve studied geography, Emma, 
and you ought to know. Where is a town 
called Cac—Cac—Carac—Caracas City, I think 
they called it?” 

““How dare you wake me up for that?” said 
the school teacher. “Caracas is in Venezuela, 
of course.” 

*“What’s it like?” 

“Why, it’s principally earthquakes and Ne- 
groes and monkeys and malarial fever and vol- 
canoes.” 

“T don’t care, ’’said Miss Asher, blithely; “I’m 


going there to-morrow.” 


THE BADGE OF POLICEMAN O’ROON 
IT CANNOT be denied that men and women 


have looked upon one another for the first time 
and become instantly enamored. It is a risky 
process, this love at first sight, before she has 
seen him in Bradstreet or he has seen her in curl 
papers. But these things do happen; and one 
instance must form a theme for this story— 
though not, thank Heaven, to the overshadow- 
ing of more vital and important subjects, such 
as drink, policemen, horses, and earldoms. 

During a certain war a troop calling itself 
the Gentle Riders rode into history and one or 
two ambuscades. The Gentle Riders were re- 
cruited from the aristocracy of the wild men 
of the West and the wild men of the aristocracy 
of the East. In khaki there is little telling them 
one from another, so they became good friends 
and comrades all around. 

Ellsworth Remsen, whose old Knickerbocker 
descent atoned for his modest rating at only 
ten millions, ate his canned beef gayly by the 
campfires of the Gentle Riders. The war was a 
great lark to him, so that he scarcely regretted 
polo and planked shad. 

One of the troopers was a well-set-up, affable, 
cool young man, who called himself O’Roon. 
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To this young man Remsen took an especial 
liking. “The two rode side by side during the 
famous mooted up-hill charge that was disputed 
so hotly at the time by the Spaniards and after- 
ward by the Democrats. 

After the war Remsen came back to his polo 
and shad. One day a well-set-up, affable, cool 
young man disturbed him at his club, and he 
and O’Roon were soon pounding each other and 
exchanging opprobrious epithets after the man- 
ner of long-lost friends. O’Roon looked seedy 
and out of luck and perfectly contented. But 
it seemed that his content was only apparent. 

“Get me a job, Remsen,” he said. ‘I’ve just 
handed a barber my last shilling.” 

“No trouble at all,” said Remsen. “I knowa 
lot of men who have banks and stores and things 
downtown. Any particular line you fancy?” 

“Yes,” said O’Roon, with a look of interest. 
“T took a walk in your Central Park this morn- 
ing. Id like to be one of those bobbies on 
horseback. That would be about the ticket. 
Besides, it’s the only thing [ could do. I can 
ride a little and the fresh air suits me. Think 
you could land that for me?” 

Remsen was sure that he could. And in a 
very short time he did. And they who were not 
above looking at mounted policemen might have 
seen a well-set-up, affable, cool young man on a 
prancing chestnut steed attending to his duties 
along the driveways of the park. 

And now at the extreme risk of wearying old 
gentlemen who carry leather fob chains, and 
elderly ladies who—but no! grandmother her- 
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self yet thrills at foolish, immortal Romeo— 
there must be a hint of love at first sight. 

It came just as Remsen was strolling into 
Fifth Avenue from his club a few doors away. 

A motor car was creeping along foot by foot, 
impeded by a freshet of vehicles that filled 
the street. In the car was a chauffeur and an 
old gentleman with snowy side whiskers and a 
Scotch plaid cap which could not be worn 
while automobiling except by a personage. 
Not even a wine agent would dare doit. But 
these two were of no consequence—except, 
perhaps, for the guiding of the machine and the 
paying for it. At the old gentleman’s side sat 
a young lady more beautiful than pomegranate 
blossoms, more exquisite than the first quarter 
moon viewed at twilight through the tops of 
oleanders. Remsen saw her and knew his fate. 
He could have flung himself under the very 
wheels that conveyed her, but he knew that 
would be the last means of attracting the atten- 
tion of those who ride in motor cars. Slowly 
the auto passed, and, if we place the poets above 
the autoists, carried the heart of Remsen with it. 
Here was a large city of millions, and many 
women who at a certain distance appear to re- 
semble pomegranate blossoms. Yet he hoped 
to see her again; for each one fancies that his 
romance has its own tutelary guardian and 
divinity. 

Luckily for Remsen’s peace of mind there 
came a diversion in the guise of a reunion of the 
Gentle Riders of the city. There were not 
many of them—perhaps a score—and there was 
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wassail and things to eat, and speeches and the 
Spaniard was bearded again in recapitulation. 
And when daylight threatened them the survi- 
vors prepared to depart. But some remained 
upon the battlefield. One of these was Trooper 
O’Roon, who was not seasoned to potent liquids. 
His legs declined to fulfil the obligations they 
had sworn to the police department. 

““T’m stewed, Remsen,” said O’Roon to his 
friend. “‘Why do they build hotels that go 
round and round like catherine wheels? They’ll 
take away my shield and break me. I canthink 
and talk con-con-consec-sec-secutively, but I 
s-s-stammer with my feet. I’ve got to go on 
duty in three hours. The jig is up, Remsen. 
The jig is up, I tell you.” 

Look at me,” said Remsen, who was his 
smiling self, pointing to his own face; “whom 
do you see here?”’ 

**Goo’ fellow,” said O’Roon, dizzily, “‘Goo’ 
old Remsen.”’ 

“Not so,” said Remsen. ‘‘ You see Mounted 
Policeman O’Roon. Look at your face—no; 
you can’t do that without a glass—but look at 
mine, and think of yours. How much alike 
are we? As two French table dhote dinners. 
With your badge, on your horse, in your uni- 
form, will I charm nurse-maids and prevent the 
grass from growing under people’s feet in the 
Park this day. I will have your badge and 
your honor, besides having the jolliest lark I’ve 
been blessed with since we licked Spain.” 

Promptly on time the counterfeit presentment 
of Mounted Policeman O’Roon single-footed 
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into the Park on his chestnut steed. In a uni- 
form two men who are unlike will look alike; 
two who somewhat resemble each other in 
feature and figure will appear as twin brothers. 
So Remsen trotted down the bridle paths, en- 
joying himself hugely, so few real pleasures do 
ten-millionaires have. 

Along the driveway in the early morning 
spun a victoria drawn by a pair of fiery bays. 
There was something foreign about the affair, 
for the Park is rarely used in the morning, ex- 
cept by unimportant people who love to be 
healthy, poor, and wise. In the vehicle sat an 
old gentleman with snowy side-whiskers and a 
Scotch plaid cap which could not be worn while 
driving except by a personage. At his side sat 
the lady of Remsen’s heart—the lady who 
looked like pomegranate blossoms and the gib- 
bous moon. 

Remsen met them coming. At the instant 
of their passing her eyes looked into his, and but 
for the ever coward’s heart of a true lover he 
could have sworn that she flushed a faint pink. 
He trotted on for twenty yards, and then 
wheeled his horse at the sound of runaway hoofs. 
The bays had bolted. 

Remsen sent his chestnut after the victoria 
like a shot. There was work cut out for the im- 
personator of Policeman O’Roon. The chest- 
nut ranged alongside’ the off bay thirty seconds 
after the chase began, rolled his eye back at 
Remsen, and said in the only manner open to 
policemen’s horses: 

“Well, you duffer, are you going to do your 
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share? You’re not O’Roon, but it seems to me 
if you’d lean to the right you could reach the 
reins of that foolish slow-running bay—ah! 
you're all right; O’Roon couldn’t have done it 
more neatly!” 

The runaway team was tugged to an inglori- 
ous halt by Remsen’s tough muscles. The 
driver released his hands from the wrapped 
reins, jumped from his seat and stood at the 
heads of the team. The chestnut, approving 
his new rider, danced and pranced, reviling 
equinely the subdued bays. Remsen, lingering, 
was dimly conscious of a vague, impossible, 
unnecessary old gentleman in a Scotch cap who 
talked incessantly about something. And he 
was acutely conscious of a pair of violet eyes 
that would have drawn Saint Pyrites from his 
iron pillar—or whatever the allusion is—and 
of the lady’s smile and look—a little fnghtened, 
but a look that, with the ever coward heart of a 
true lover, he could not yet construe. They 
were asking his name and bestowing upon him 
well-bred thanks for his heroic deed, and the 
Scotch cap was especially babbling and insistent. 
But the eloquent appeal was in the eyes of the 
lady. 

A little thrill of satisfaction ran through Rem- 
sen, because he had a name to give which, with- 
out undue pride, was worthy of being spoken in 
high places, and a small fortune which, with due 
pride, he could leave at his end without disgrace. 

He opened his lips to speak and closed them 


again. 
Who was he? Mounted Policeman O’Roon. 


« 
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The badge and the honor of his comrade were 
in his hands. If Ellsworth Remsen, ten- 
millionaire and Knickerbocker, had just rescued 
pomegranate blossoms and Scotch cap from 
possible death, where was Policeman O’Roon? 
Off his beat, exposed, disgraced, discharged. 
Love had come, but before that there had been 
something that demanded precedence—the fel- 
lowship of men on battlefields fighting an alien 
foe. : 

Remsen touched his cap, looked between the 
chestnut’s ears, and took refuge in vernacular- 
ity. 

“Don’t mention it,” he said, stolidly. “We 
policemen are paid to do these things. It’s our 
duty.” 

And he rode away—rode away cursing 70- 
blesse oblige, but knowing he could never have 
done anything else. 

At the end of the day Remsen sent the chest- 
nut to his stable and went to O’Roon’s room. 
The policeman was again a well-set-up, affable, 
cool young man who sat by the window smoking 
cigars. 

“T wish you and the rest of the police force 
and all badges, horses, brass buttons, and men 
who can’t drink two glasses of brut without 
getting upset were at the devil,” said Remsen, 
feelingly. 

O’Roon smiled with evident satisfaction. 

“Good old Remsen,” he said, affably, “I 
know all about it. They trailed me down and 
cornered me here two hours ago. There was a 
little row at home, you know, and I cut sticks 
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just to show them. I don’t believe I told you 
that my Governor was the Earl of Ardsley. 
Funny you should bob against them in the 
Park. If you damaged that horse of mine Ill 
never forgive you. I’m géing to buy him and 
take him back with me. Oh, yes, and I think 
my sister—Lady Angela, you know—wants 
particularly for you to come up to the hotel with 
me this evening. Didn’t lose my badge, did 
you, Remsen? I’ve got to turn that in at 
Headquarters when | resign.” 


BRICKDUST ROW 
BLINKER was displeased. A man of less 


culture and poise and wealth would have sworn. 
But Blinker always remembered that he was a 
gentleman—a thing that no gentleman should 
do. So he merely looked bored and sardonic 
while he rode in a hansom to the centre of dis- 
turbance, which was the Broadway office of 
Lawyer Oldport, who was agent for the Blinker 
estate. 

“‘T don’t see,” said Blinker, “‘why I should be 
always signing confounded papers. I am 
packed, and was to have left for the North 
Woods this morning. Now I must wait until 
to-morrow morning. I hate night trains. My 
best razors are, of course, at the bottom of some 
unidentifiable trunk. It is a plot to drive me 
to bay rum and a monologuing, thumb-handed 
barber. Give me a pen that doesn’t scratch. 
I hate pens that scratch.” 

“Sit down,” said double-chinned, gray 
Lawyer Oldport. ‘‘The worst has not been 
told you. Oh, the hardships of the rich! The 
papers are not yet ready to sign. They will be 
laid before you to-morrow at eleven. You will 
miss another day. Twice shall the barber 
tweak the helpless nose of a Blinker. Be thank- 
ful that your sorrows do not embrace a haircut.” 
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_ “Tf,” said Blinker, rising, “the act did not 
involve more signing of papers I would take my 
business out of your hands at once. Give me a 
cigar, please.” 

“Tf,” said Lawyer Oldport, “I had cared to 
see an old friend’s son gulped down at one 
mouthful by sharks | would have ordered you 
to take it away long ago. Now, let’s quit fool- 
ing, Alexander. Besides the grinding task of 
signing your name some thirty times to-morrow, 
I must impose upon you the consideration of a 
matter of business—of business, and I may say 
humanity or right. I spoke to you about this 
five years ago, but you would not listen—you 
were in a hurry for a coaching trip, I think. 
The subject has come up again. The prop- 
erty 

“Oh, property!” interrupted Blinker. ‘Dear 
Mr. Oldport, I think you mentioned to-morrow. 
Let’s have it all at one dose to-morrow—signa- 
tures and property and snappy rubber bands 
and that smelly sealing-wax and all. Have 
luncheon with me? Well, I'll try to remember 
to drop in at eleven to-morrow. Morning.” 

The Blinker wealth was in lands, tenements, 
and hereditaments, as the legal phrase goes. 
Lawyer Oldport had once taken Alexander in 
his little pulmonary gasoline runabout to see the 
many buildings and rows of buildings that he 
owned in the city. For Alexander was sole heir. 
They had amused Blinker very much. The 
houses looked so incapable of producing the 
big sums of money that Lawyer Oldport kept 
piling up in banks for him to spend. 
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In the evening Blinker went to one of his 
clubs, intending to dine. Nobody was there 
except some old fogies playing whist who spoke 
to him with grave politeness and glared at him 
with savage contempt. Everybody was out of 
town. But here he was kept in like a schoolboy 
to write his name over and over on pieces of pa- 
per. His wounds were deep. 

Blinker turned his back on the fogies, and 
said to the club steward who had come forward 
with some nonsense about cold fresh salmon 
roe: 

“Symons, I’m going to Coney Island.” He 
said it as one might say: “‘All’s off, I’m going to 
jump into the river.” 

The joke pleased Symons. He laughed within 
a sixteenth of a note of the audibility permit- 
ted by the laws governing employees. 

“Certainly, sir,” he tittered. ‘‘Of course, sir, 
I think I can see you at Coney, Mr. Blinker.” 

Blinker got a paper and looked up the move- 
ments of Sunday steamboats. Then he found a 
cab at the first corner and drove to a North 
River pier. He stood in line, as democratic as 
you or I, and bought a ticket, and was trampled 
upon and shoved forward until, at last, he found 
himself on the upper deck of the boat staring 
brazenly at a girl who sat alone upon a camp 
stool. But Blinker did not intend to be brazen; 
the girl was so wonderfully good looking that he 
forgot for one minute that he was the prince 
incog, and behaved just as he did in society. 

She was looking at him, too, and not severely. 
A puff of wind threatened Blinker’s straw hat. 
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He caught it warily and settled it again. The 
movement gave the effect of a bow. The girl 
nodded and smiled, and in another instant he 
was seated at her side. She was dressed all in 
white, she was paler than Blinker imagined 
milkmaids and girls of humble stations to be, 
but she was as tidy as a cherry blossom, and her 
steady, supremely frank gray eyes looked out 
from the intrepid depths of an unshadowed and 
untroubled soul. 

“How dare you raise your hat to me?”’ she 
asked, with a smile-redeemed severity. 

“T didn’ t,’ Blinker said, but he quickly 
covered the mistake by extending it to “I didn’t 
know how to keep from it after I saw you.” 

“TI do not allow gentlemen to sit by me to 
whom I have not been introduced,” she said, 
with a sudden haughtiness that deceived him. 
He rose reluctantly, but her clear, teasing laugh 
brought him down to his chair again. 

“Tl, guess you weren’t going far,” she declared, 
with beauty’s magnificent self-confidence. 

‘Are you going to Coney Island?” asked 
Blinker. 

“Me?” Sheturned upon him wide-open eyes 
full of bantering surprise. ‘“‘Why, what a ques- 
tion! Can’t you see that I’m riding a bicycle 
in the park?” Her drotlery. took the form of 
impertinence. 

“And I am laying brick on a tall factory chim- 
ney,” said Blinker. ‘“‘Mayn’t we see Coney 
together? I’m all alone and I’ve never been 
there before.” 

“Tt depends,” said the girl, “‘on how nicely 
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you behave. TVIl consider your application 
until we get there.” 

Blinker took pains to provide against the 
rejection of his application. He strove to please. 
To adopt the metaphor of his nonsensical phrase, 
he laid brick upon brick on the tall chimney of 
his devoirs until, at length, the structure was 
stable and complete. The manners of the best 
society come around finally to simplicity; and 
as the girl’s way was that naturally, they were 
on a mutual plane of communication from the 
beginning. 

He learned that she was twenty, and her 
name was Florence; that she trimmed hats in a 
millinery shop; that she lived in a furnished 
room with her best chum Ella, who was cashier 
in a shoe store; and that a glass of milk from the 
bottle on the window-sill and an egg that boils 
itself while you twist up your hair makes a 
breakfast good enough for any one. Florence 
laughed when she heard “ Blinker.” 

“Well,” she said. “It certainly shows that 
you have imagination. It gives the ‘Smiths’ a 
chance for a little rest, anyhow.” 

They landed at Coney, and were dashed on 
the crest of a great human wave of mad pleasure- 
seekers into the walks and avenues of Fairyland 
gone into vaudeville. 

With a curious eye, a critical mind, and a fairly 
withheld judgment Blinker considered the 
temples, pagodas and kiosks of popularized 
delights. Hoi polloi trampled, hustled, and 
crowded him. Basket parties bumped him; 
sticky children tumbled, howling, under his 
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feet, candying his clothes. Insolent youths 
strolling among the booths with hard-won canes 
under one arm and easily won girls on the other, 
blew defiant smoke from cheap cigars into his 
face. The publicity gentlemen with mega- 
phones, each before his own stupendous attrac- 
tion, roared like Niagara in his ears. Music of 
all kinds that could be tortured from brass, 
reed, hide, or string, fought in the air to gain 
space for its vibrations against its competitors. 
But what held Blinker in awfu! fascination was 
the mob, the multitude, the proletariat shriek- 
ing, struggling, hurrying, panting, hurling itself 
in incontinent frenzy, with unabashed abandon, 
into the ridiculous sham palaces of trumpery and 
tinsel pleasures. The vulgarity of it, its brutal 
overriding of all the tenets of repression and 
taste that were held by his caste, repelled him 
strongly. 

In the midst of his disgust he turned and 
looked down at Florence by his side. She was 
ready with her quick smile and upturned, happy 
eyes, as bright and clear as the water in trout 
pools. The eyes were saying that they had the 
right to be shining and happy, for was their 
owner not with her (for the present) Man, her 
Gentleman Friend and holder of the keys to the 
enchanted city of fun? 

Blinker did not read her look accurately, but 
by some miracle he suddenly saw Coney aright. 

He no longer saw a mass of vulgarians seeking 
gross joys. He now looked clearly upon a hun- 
dred thousand true idealists. Their offenses 
were wiped out. Counterfeit and false though 
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the garish joys of these spangled temples were, 
he perceived that deep under the gilt surface 
they offered saving and apposite balm and satis- 
faction to the restless human heart. Here, at 
least, was the husk of Romance, the empty but 
shining casque of Chivalry, the breath-catching 
though safe-guarded dip and flight of Adven- 
ture, the magic carpet that transports you to 
the realms of fairyland, though its journey be 
through but a few poor yards of space. He no 
longer saw a rabble, but his brothers seeking the 
ideal. There was no magic of poesy here or of 
art; but the glamour of their imagination turned 
yellow calico into cloth of gold and the mega- 
phones into the silver trumpets of joy’s heralds. 
Almost humbled, Blinker rolled up the shirt 
sleeves of his mind and joined the idealists. 
“You are the lady doctor,” he said to Flor- 
ence. ‘“‘How shall we go about doing this jolly 
conglomeration of fairy tales, incorporated?” 
“We will begin there,’ said the Princess, 
pointing to a fun pagoda on the edge of the sea, 
“and we will take them all in, one by one.” 
They caught the eight o’clock returning boat 
and sat, filled with pleasant fatigue, against the 
rail in the bow, listening to the Italians’ fiddle 
andharp. Blinker had thrown off all care. The 
North Woods seemed to him an uninhabitable 
wilderness. What a fuss he had made over 
signing his name—pooh! he could sign it a 
hundred times. And her name was as pretty 
as she was—‘“‘ Florence,” he said it to himself a 
great many times. 
As the boat was nearing its pier in the North 
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River a two-funnelled, drab, foreign-looking 
sea-going steamer was ‘dropping down toward 
the bay. The boat turned its nose in toward its 
slip. ‘The steamer veered as if to seek mid- 
stream, and then yawed, seemed to increase its 
speed and struck the Coney boat on the side 
near the stern, cutting into it with a terrifying 
shock and crash. 

While the six hundred passengers on the boat 
were mostly tumbling about the decks in a shriek- 
ing panic the captain was shouting at the steamer 
that it should not back off and leave the rent 
exposed forthe watertoenter. But the steamer 
tore its way out like a savage sawfish and 
cleaved its heartless way, full speed ahead. 

The boat began to sink at its stern, but moved 
slowly toward the slip. The passengers were a 
frantic mob, unpleasant to behold. 

Blinker held Florence tightly until the boat 
had righted itself. She made no sound or sign 
of fear. He stcod on a camp stool, ripped off 
the slats above his head and pulled down a 
number of the life preservers. He began to 
buckle one around Florence. The rotten canvas 
split and the fraudulent granulated cork came 
pouring out in a stream. Florence caught a 
handful of it and laughed gleefully. 

“Tt looks like breakfast -food,’’ she said. 
“Take it off. They’re no good.” 

She unbuckled it and threw it on the deck. 
She made Blinker sit down and sat by his side 
and put her hand in his. ‘‘What’ll you bet we 
don’t reach the pier all right?” she said, and 
began to hum a song. 
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And now the captain moved among the pas- 
sengers and compelled order. The boat would 
undoubtedly make her slip, he said, and ordered 
the women and children to the bow, where they 
could land first. The boat, very low in the | 
water at the stern, tried gallantly to make his 
promise good. 

“Florence,” said Blinker, as she held him 
close by an arm and hand, “TI love you.” 

“That’s what they all say,’ she replied, 
lightly. 

“Tam not one of ‘they all,’”’ he persisted. “I 
never knew any one [| could love before. I 
could pass my life with you and be happy every 
day. I am rich. I can make things all neht 
for you.” 

““That’s what they all say,” said the girl 
again, weaving the words into her little, reckless 
song. 

“Don’t say that again,” said Blinker in a tone 
that made her look at him in frank surprise. 

“Why shouldn’t I say it?” she asked, calmly. 
They all:do:* 

“Who are ‘they’?” he asked, jealous for the 
first time in his existence. 

“Why, the fellows I know.” 

“Do you know so many?” 

“Oh, well, I’m not a wall flower,” she an- 
swered with modest complacency. 

“Where do you see these—these men? At 
your home?” 

“Of course not. I meet them just as I did 
you. Sometimes on the boat, sometimes in the 
park, sometimes on the street. I’m a pretty 
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good judge of aman. I can tellin a minute if a 
fellow is one who is likely to get fresh.” 
“What do you mean by ‘fresh’?” 

“Why, try to kiss you—me, I mean.” 

“Do any of them try that?’ asked Blinker, 
clenching his teeth. 

“Sure. All men do. You know that.” 

“Do you allow them?” 

“Some. Not many. They won't take you 
out anywhere unless you do.”’ 

She turned her head and looked searchingly at 
Blinker. Her eyes were as innocent as a child’s. 
There was a puzzled look in them, as though she 
did not understand him. 

“What’s wrong about my meeting fellows?” 
she asked, wonderingly. 

“Everything,” he answered, almost savagely. 
“Why don’t you entertain your company in 
the house where you live? Is it necessary to 
pick up Tom, Dick, and Harry on the streets?” 

She kept her absolutely ingenuous eyes upon 
his. 

“Tf you could see the place where I live you 
wouldn’t ask that. I live in Brickdust Row. 
They call it that because there’s red dust from 
the bricks crumbling over everything. [ve 
lived there for more than four years. There’s 
no place to receive company., You can’t have 
anybody come to your room. What else is there 
to do? A girl has got to meet the men, hasn’t 
she?” 

“Yes,” he said, hoarsely. “A girl has got to 
meet a—has got to meet the men. 

“The first time one spoke to me on the 
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street,” she continued, “‘I ran home and cried all 
night. But you get used to it. I meet a good 
many nice fellows at church. I go on rainy 
days and stand in the vestibule until one comes 
up with an umbrella. I wish there was a par- 
lor, so I could ask you to call, Mr. Blinker—are 
you really sure it isn’t ‘Smith,’ now?” 

The boat landed safely. Blinker had a con- 
fused impression of walking with the girl 
through quiet crosstown streets until she stop- 
ped at a corner and held out her hand. 

“TI live just one more block over,” she said. 
“Thank you for a very pleasant afternoon.” 

Blinker muttered something and_ plunged 
northward till he found a cab. A big, gray 
church loomed slowly at his right. Blinker 
shook his fist at it through the window. 

“‘T gave you a thousand dollars last week,” he 
cried under his breath, “‘and she meets them in 
your very doors. There is something wrong; 
there is something wrong.” 

At eleven the next day Blinker signed his 
name thirty times with a new pen provided by 
Lawyer Oldport. 

“Now let me go to the woods,”’ he said, surlily. 

“You are not looking well,’ said Lawyer Old- 
port. “The trip will do you good. But listen, 
if you will, to that little matter of business of 
which I spoke to you yesterday, and also five 
years ago. ‘There are some buildings, fifteen 
in number, of which there are new five- 
year leases to be signed. Your father contem- 
plated a change in the lease provisions, but 
never made it. He intended that the parlors of 


BRICKDUST ROW gI 


these houses should not be sub-let, but that the 

tenants should be allowed to use them for re- 

ception rooms. ‘These houses are in the shop- 

ping district, and are mainly tenanted by young 

working girls. As it is they are forced to seek 

companionship outside. This row of red brick 
+3 


Blinker interrupted him with a loud, discord- 
ant laugh. 

*Brickdust Row for an even hundred,” he 
cried. “And ITownit. Have I guessed right?” 

“The tenants have some such name for it,” 
said Lawyer Oldport. 

Blinker arose and jammed his hat down to his 
eyes. 

“Do what you please with it,” he said, harshly. 
‘Remodel it, burn it, raze it to the ground. 
But, man, it’s too late, I tell you. It’s too late. 
ites too late: . It’s.too late.” 
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BESIDES many other things, Raggles was a 
poet. He was called a tramp; but that was only 
an elliptical way of saying that he was a philoso- 
pher, an artist, a traveller, a naturalist, and a 
discoverer. But most of all he was a poet. In 
all his life he never wrote a line of verse; he 
lived his poetry. His Odyssey would have been 
a Limerick, had it been written. But, to linger 
with the primary proposition, Raggles was a 
poet. 

Raggles’s specialty, had he been driven to ink 
and paper, would have been sonnets to the cities. 
He studied cities as women study their reflec- 
tions in mirrors; as children study the glue and 
sawdust of a dislocated doll; as the men who 
write about wild animals study the cages in the 
zoo. Acity to Raggles was not merely a pile of 
bricks and mortar, peopled by a certain number 
of inhabitants; it was a thing with a soul charac- 
teristic and distinct; an individual conglomera- 
tion of life, with its own peculiar essence, flavor, 
and feeling. “Two thousand miles to the north 
and south, east and west, Raggles wandered in 
poetic fervor, taking the cities to his breast. 
He footed it on dusty roads, or sped magnifi- 
cently in freight cars, counting time as of no ac- 
count. And when he had found the heart of a 
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city and listened to its secret confession, he 
strayed on, restless, to another. Fickle Rag- 
gles!—but perhaps he had not met the civic 
corporation that could engage and hold his 
critical fancy. : 

Through the ancient poets we have learned 
that the cities are feminine. So they were to 
poet Raggles; and his mind carried a concrete 
and clear conception of the figure that sym- 
bolized and typihed each one that he had wooed. 

Chicago seemed to swoop down upon him with 
a breezy suggestion of Mrs. Partington, plumes 
and patchouli, and to disturb his rest with a 
soaring and beautiful song of future promise. 
But Raggles would awake to a sense of shivering 
cold and a haunting impression of ideals lost in a 
depressing aura of potato salad and fish. 

Thus Chicago affected him. Perhaps there is 
a vagueness and inaccuracy in the description; 
but that is Raggles’s fault. He should have re- 
corded his sensations in magazine poems. 

Pittsburg impressed him as the play of 
“Othello” performed in the Russian language 
in a railroad station by Dockstader’s minstrels. 
A royal and generous lady this Pittsburg, 
though—homely, hearty, with flushed face, 
washing the dishes in a silk dress and white kid 
slippers, and bidding Raggles sit before the roar- 
ing fireplace and drink champagne with his 
pigs’ feet and fried potatoes. 

New Orleans had simply gazed down upon 
him from a balcony. He could see her pensive, 
starry eyes and catch the flutter of her fan, and 
that was all. Only once he came face to face 
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with her. It was at dawn, when she was flush- 
ing the red bricks of the banquette with a pail 
of water. She laughed and hummed a chan- 
sonette and filled Raggles’s shoes with ice-cold 
water. Allons! 

Boston construed herself to the poetic Raggles 
in an erratic and singular way. It seemed to 
him that he had drunk cold tea and that the 
city was a white, cold cloth that had been bound 
tightly around his brow to spur him to some 
unknown but tremendous mental effort. And, 
after all, he came to shovel snow for a liveli- 
hood; and the cloth, becoming wet, tightened 
its knots and could not be removed. 

Indefinite and unintelligible ideas, you will 
say; but your disapprobation should be tem- 
pered with gratitude, for these are poets’ fan- 
cies—and suppose you had come upon them in 
verse! 

One day Raggles came and laid siege to the 
heart of the great city of Manhattan. She was 
the greatest of all; and he wanted to learn her 
note in the scale; to taste and appraise and 
classify and solve and label her and arrange her 
with the other cities that had given him up the 
secret of their individuality. And here we 
cease to be Raggles’s translator and become his 
chronicler. 

Raggles landed from a ferry-boat one morn- 
ing and walked into the core of the town with 
the blasé air of a cosmopolite. He was dressed 
with care to play the réle of an “unidentified 
man.” No country, race, class, clique, union, 
party clan, or bowling association could have 
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claimed him. His clothing, which had been 
donated to him piece-meal by citizens of differ- 
ent height, but same number of inches around 
the heart, was not yet as uncomfortable to his 
figure as those specimens of raiment, self- 
measured, that are railroaded to you by trans- 
continental tailors with a suit case, suspenders, 
silk handkerchief and pearl studs as a bonus. 
Without money—as a poet should be—but with 
the ardor of an astronomer discovering anew 
star in the chorus of the milky way, or a man 
who has seen ink suddenly flow from his fountain 
pen, Raggles wandered into the great city. 
Late in the afternoon he drew out of the roar 
and commotion with a look of dumb terror on 
his countenance. He was defeated, puzzled, 
discomfted, frightened. Other cities had been 
to him as long primer to read; as country mai- 
dens quickly to fathom; as send-price-of-sub- 
scription-with-answer rebuses to solve; as oyster 
cocktails to swallow; but here was one as cold, 
glittering, serene, impossible as a four-carat 
diamond in a window to a lover outside fingering 
damply in his pocket his ribbon-counter salary. 
The greetings of the other cities he had 
known—their homespun kindliness, their human 
gamut of rough charity, friendly curses, garrulous 
curiosity, and easily estimated credulity or in- 
difference. This city of Manhattan gave him 
no clue; it was walled against him. Like a river 
of adamant it flowed past him in the streets. 
Never an eye was turned upon him; no voice 
spoke to him. His heart yearned for the clap 
of Pittsburg’s sooty hand on his shoulder; for 
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Chicago’s menacing but social yawp in his ear; 
for the pale and eleemosynary stare through the 
Bostonian eyeglass—even for the precipitate but 
unmalicious boot-toe of Louisville or St. Louis. 

On Broadway Raggles, successful suitor of 
many cities, stood, bashful, like any country 
swain. For the first time he experienced the 
poignant humiliation of being ignored. And 
when he tried to reduce this brilliant, swiftly 
changing, ice-cold city to a formula he failed 
utterly. Poet though he was, it offered him no 
color similes, no points of comparison, no flaw 
in its polished facets, no handle by which he 
could hold it up and view its shape and struc- 
ture, as he familiarly and often contemptuously 
had done with other towns. The houses were 
interminable ramparts loopholed for defense; 
the people were bright but bloodless spectres 
passing in sinister and selfish array. 

The thing that weighed heaviest on Raggles’s 
soul and clogged his poet’s fancy was the spirit 
of absolute egotism that seemed to saturate the 
people as toys are saturated with paint. Each 
one that he considered appeared a monster of 
abominable and insolent conceit. Humanity 
was gone from them; they were toddling idols 
of stone and varnish, worshipping themselves 
and greedy for though oblivious of worship 
from their fellow graven images. Frozen, cruel, 
implacable, impervious, cut to an identical pat- 
tern, they hurried on their ways like statues 
brought by some miracles to motion, while soul 
ah feeling lay unaroused in the reluctant mar- 

e. 
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Gradually Raggles became conscious of cer- 
taintypes. One was an elderly gentleman with 
a snow-white, short beard, pink, unwrinkled 
face, and stony, sharp blue eyes, attired in 
the fashion of a gilded youth, who seemed to 
personify the city’s wealth, ripeness and frigid 
unconcern. Another type was a woman, tall, 
beautiful, clear as a steel engraving, goddess-like, 
calm, clothed like the princesses of oid, with 
eyes as coldly blue as the reflection of sunlight 
on a glacier. And another was a by-product 
of this town of marionettes—a broad, swagger- 
ing, grim, threateningly sedate fellow, with a 
jowl as large as a harvested wheat held, the com- 
plexion of a baptized infant, and the knuckles 
of a prize-fighter. This type leaned against 
cigar signs and viewed the world with frappéd 
contumely. 

A poet is a sensitive creature, and Raggles 
soon shriveled in the bleak embrace of the un- 
decipherable. The chill, sphinx-like, ironical, 
illegible, unnatural, ruthless expression of the 
city left him downcast and bewildered. Had it 
no heart? Better the woodpile, the scolding of 
vinegar-faced housewives at back doors, the 
kindly spleen of bartenders behind provincial 
free-lunch counters, the amiable truculence of 
rural constables, the kicks, arrests, and happy- 
go-lucky chances of the other yulgar, loud, crude 
cities than this freezing heartlessness. 

Raggles summoned his courage and sought 
alms from the populace. Unheeding, regard- 
less, they passed on without the wink of an eye- 
lash to testify that they were conscious of his 
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existence. And then he said to himself that this 

fair but pitiless city of Manhattan was without a 
soul; that its inhabitants were manikins moved 
by wires and springs, and that he was alone ima 
great W ilderness. 

Raggles started to cross the street. There 
was a blast, a roar, a hissing and a crash as some- 
thing struck him and hurled him over and over 
six yards from where he had been. As he was 
coming down like the stick of & rocket the earth 
and all the cities thereof turned to a fractured 
dream. 

Raggles opened his eves. First an odor 
made itself known to him—an odor of the earh- 
est spring flowers of Paradise. And then a hand 
soft as a falling petal touched his brow. Bend- 
ing over him was the woman clothed like the 
princess of old, with blue eyes, now soft and 
humid with human sympathy. Under his head 
on the pavement were silks and furs. With 
Raggles’s hat in his hand and with his face 
pinker than ever from a vehement burst of ora- 
tory against reckless driving, stood the elderly 
gentleman who personified the city’s wealth and 
ripeness. From a near-by café hurried the by- 
product with the vast jowl and baby complex- 
ion, bearing a glass full of a crimson fluid that 
suggested delightful possibilities 

“Drink dis, sport,” said the by-product, 
holding the glass to Raggles’s lips. 

Hundreds of people huddled around in a 
moment, their faces wearing the deepest con- 
cern. lwo flattering and gorgeous policemen 
got into the circle and pressed back the overplus 
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of Samaritans. An old lady in a black shawl 
spoke loudly of camphor; a newsboy slipped 
one of his papers beneath Raggles’s elbow, where 
it lay on the muddy pavement. A brisk young 
man with a notebook was‘asking for names. 

A bell clanged importantly, and the ambu- 
lance cleaned a lane through the crowd. A cool 
surgeon slipped into the midst of affairs. 

““How do you feel, old man?’ asked the 
surgeon, stooping easily to his task. The 
princess of silks and satins wiped a red drop or 
two from Raggles’s brow with a fragrant cob- 
web. 

“Me?” said Raggles, with a seraphic smile, 
“I feel fine.” 

He had found the heart of his new city. 

In three days they let him leave his cot for the 
convalescent ward in the hospital. He had 
been in there an hour when the attendants 
heard sounds of conflict. Upon investigation 
they found that Raggles had assaulted and 
damaged a brother convalescent—a _ glowering 
transient whom a freight train collision had 
sent in to be patched up. 

“What’s all this about?” inquired the head 
nurse. 

“He was runnin’ down me town,” said Rag- 
gles. 

“What town?” asked the nurse. 


“Noo York,” said Raggles. 


VANITY AND SOME SABLES 


WHEN “Kid” Brady was sent to the ropes by 
Molly McKeever’s blue-black eyes he withdrew 
from the Stovepipe Gang. So much for the 
power of a colleen’s blanderin’ tongue and stub- 
born true-heartedness. If you are a man who 
read this, may such an influence be sent you 
before 2 o’clock to-morrow; if you are a woman, 
may your Pomeranian greet you this morning 
with a cold nose—a sign of doghealth and your 
happiness. 

The Stovepipe Gang borrowed its name from 
a sub-district of the city called the “Stovepipe,” 
which is a narrow and natural extension of the 
familiar district known as “Hell’s Kitchen.” 
The “Stovepipe” strip of town runs along 
Eleventh and ‘l'welfth avenues on the river, and 
bends a hard and sooty elbow around little, lost, 
homeless De Witt Clinton park. Consider that 
a stovepipe 1s an important factor in any kitchen 
and the situation is analyzed. The chefs in 
“Hell’s Kitchen” are many, and the “‘Stove- 
pipe” gang wears the cordon blue. 

The members of this unchartered but widely 
known brotherhood appeared to pass their time 
on street corners arrayed like the lilies of the 
conservatory and busy with nail files and pen- 
knives. Thus displayed as a guarantee of good 


100 


VANITY AND SOME SABLES 10] 


faith, they carried on an innocuous conversa- 
tion in a 200-word vocabulary, to the casual 
observer as innocent and immaterial as that 
heard in the clubs seven blocks to the east. 

But off exhibition the “Stovepipes” were not 
mere street corner ornaments addicted to posing 
and manicuring. ‘Their serious occupation was 
the separating of citizens from their coin and 
valuables. Preferably this was done by weird 
and singular tricks without noise or bloodshed; 
but whenever the citizen honored by their at- 
tentions refused toimpoverish himself gracefully, 
his objections came to be spread finally upon 
some police station blotter or hospital register. 

The police held the “Stovepipe” gang in perpet- 
ual suspicion and respect. As the nightingale’s 
liquid note is heard in the deepest shadows, so 
along the “‘Stovepipe’s” dark and narrow con- 
fines the whistle for reserves punctures the dull 
ear of night. Whenever there was smoke in 
the “Stovepipe” the tasselled men in blue knew 
there was fire in “‘Hell’s Kitchen.” 

“Kid” Brady promised Molly to be good. 
“Kid” was the vainest, the strongest, the wari- 
est, and the most successful plotter in the gang. 
Therefore, the boys were sorry to give him up. 

But they witnessed his fall to a virtuous life 
without protest. For, in the Kitchen it 1s con- 
sidered neither unmanly nor improper for a guy 
to do as his girl advises. e 

Black her eye for love’s sake, if you will; but it 
is all-to-the-good business to do a thing when 
she wants you to do it. 

“Turn off the hydrant,” said the Kid, one 
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night when Molly, tearful, besought him to 
amend his ways. “I’m going to cut out the 

ang. You for mine, and the simple life on the 
side. I'll tell you, Moll—I’ll get work; and in a 
year we'll get married. Vl doitfor you. We'll 
get a flat and a flute, and a sewing machine and 
a rubber plant and live as honest as we can.” 

“Oh, Kid,” sighed Molly, wiping the powder 
off his shoulder with her handkerchief, “‘I’d 
rather hear you say that than to own all of New 
York. And we can be happy on so little!” 

The Kid looked down at his speckless cuffs 
and shining patent leathers with a suspicion of 
melancholy. 

“Tt’ll hurt hardest in the rags department,” 
said he. “I’ve kind of always liked to rig out 
swell when I could. You know how I hate 
cheap things, Moll. This suit set me back sixty- 
five. Anything in the wearing apparel line has 
got to be just so, or it’s to the misfit parlors for 
it, for mine. If I work I won’t have so much 
coin to hand over to the little man with the big 
shears.” 

“Never mind, Kid. J’ll like you just as much 
in a blue jumper as I would in a red automobile.” 

Before the Kid had grown large enough to 
knock out his father he had been compelled to 
learn the plumber’s art. So now back to this 
honorable and useful profession he returned. 
But it was as an assistant that he engaged him- 
self; and it 1s the master plumber and not the 
assistant, who wears diamonds as large as hail- 
stones and looks contemptuously upon the 
marble colonnades of Senator Clark’s mansion. 
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Fight months went by as smoothly and surely 
as though they had ‘“‘elapsed” on a theatre 
program. The Kid worked away at his pipes 
and solder with no symptoms of backsliding. 
The Stovepipe gang continued its piracy on the 
high avenues, cracked policemen’s heads, held 
up late travelers, invented new methods of 
peaceful plundering, copied Fifth Avenue’s cut 
of clothes and neckwear fancies, and comported 
itself according to its lawless bylaws. But the 
Kid stood firm and faithful to his Molly, even 
though the polish was gone from his fingernails 
and it took him 15 minutes to tie his purple silk 
ascot so that the worn places would not show. 

One evening he brought a mysterious bundle 
with him to Molly’s house. 

“Open that, Moll!’ he said in his large, 
quiet way. “It’s for you.” 

Molly’s eager fingers tore off the wrappings. 
She shrieked aloud, and in rushed a sprinkling of 
little McKeevers, and Ma McKeever, dishwashy, 
a an undeniable relative of the late Mrs. 

ve. 

Again Molly shrieked, and something dark 
and long and sinuous flew and enveloped her 
neck like an anaconda. 

“Russian sables,” said the Kid, pridefully, 
enjoying the sight of Molly’s round cheek 
against the clinging fur. “The real thing. 
They don’t grow anything in Russia too good 
for you, Moll.” 

Molly plunged her hands into the muff, over- 
turned a row of the family infants, and flew to 
the mirror. Hint for the beauty column. To 
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make bright eyes, rosy cheeks, and a bewitching 
smile: Recipe—one set Russian sables. Apply. 

When they were alone Molly became aware of 
a small cake of the ice of common sense floating 
down the full tide of her happiness. 

*You’re a bird, all right, Kid,” she admitted, 
gratefully. “I never had any furs on before in 
my life. But ain’t Russian sables awful ex- 
pensive? Seems to me I’ve heard they were.” 

“Have I ever chucked any bargain-sale stuff 
at you, Moll?” asked the Kid, with calm dignity. 
“Did you ever notice me leaning on the remnant 
counter or peering in the window of the five-and- 
ten? Call that scarf $250 and the muff $175 and 
you won't make any mistake about the price of 
Russian sables. The swell goods forme. Say, 
they look fine on you, Moll.” 

Molly hugged the sables to her bosom in rap- 
ture. And then her smile went away little by 
little, and she looked the Kid straight in the eye 
sadly and steadily. 

He knew what every look of hers meant; and 
he laughed with a faint flush upon his face. 

“Cut it out,” he said, with affectionate rough- 
ness. “I told you I was done with that. I 
bought ’em and paid for ’em, all right, with my 
own money.” 

“Out of the money you worked for, Kid? 
Out of $75 a month?” 

“Sure. I been saving up.” 

“Let’s see—saved $425 in eight months, 
Kid?” 

“Ah, let up,” said the Kid, with some heat. 
“T had some money when I went to work. Do 
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you think I’be been holding ’ em up again? [ 
told you I’d quit. They’re paid for on the 
square. Put ’em on and come out for a walk.” 

Molly calmed her doubts. Sables are sooth- 
ing. Proud as a queen she went forth in the 
streets at the Kid’s side. In all that region of 
low-lying streets Russian sables had never been 
seen before. The word sped, and doors and 
windows blossomed with heads eager to see the 
swell furs Kid Brady had given his girl. All 
down the street there were “Oh’s”’ and “Ah’s”’ 
and the reported fabulous sum paid for the 
sables was passed from lip to lip, increasing as it 
went. At her mght elbow sauntered the Kid 
with the air of princes. Work had not dimin- 
ished his love of pomp and show and his passion 
for the costly and genuine. On a corner they 
saw a group of the Stovepipe Gang loafing, im- 
maculate. They raised their hats to the Kid’s 
girl and went on with their calm, unaccented 
palaver. 

Three blocks behind the admired couple 
strolled Detective Ransom, of the Central 
ofice. Ransom was the only detective on the 
force who could walk abroad with safety in the 
Stovepipe district. He was fair dealing and 
unafraid and went there with the hypothesis 
that the inhabitants were human. Many liked 
him, and now and then would tip off to him 
something that he was looking for. 

““What’s the excitement down the street?” 
asked Ransom of a pale youth in a red sweater. 

“Dey’re out rubberin’ at a set of buffalo 
robes Kid Brady staked his girl to,’’ answered 
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the youth. ‘Some say he paid $900 for de 
skins. Dey’re swell all right enough.” 

“T hear Brady has been working at his old 
trade for nearly a year,” said the detective. “He 
doesn’t travel with the gang any more, does he?” 

“*He’s workin’, all right,” said the red sweater, 

“‘but—say, sport, are you trailin’ anything in 
the fur line? A job in a plumbin’ shop don’t 
match wid dem skins de Kid’s-girl’s got on.” 

Ransom overtook the strolling couple on an 
empty street near the river bank. He touched 
the Kid’s arm from behind. 

““Let me see you a moment, Brady,” he said, 
quietly. His eye rested for a second on the 
long fur scarf thrown stylishly back over Molly’s 
left shoulder. The Kid, with his old-time police- 
hating frown on his face, stepped a yard or two 
aside with the detective. 

“Did you go to Mrs. Hethcote’s on West 
7—th Street yesterday to fix a leaky water 
pipe?” asked Ransom. 

~ 1 did,” said the Kid. ~ What-ot itt 

“The lady’s $1,000 set of Russian sables went 
out of the house about the same time you did. 

The description fits the ones this lady has on.” 

“To h—Harlem with you,” cried the Kid, 
angrily. ‘You know I’ve cut out that sort of 
thing, Ransom. I bought them sables yester- 
day at 6 

The Kid stopped short. 

“TI know you’ve been working straight lately,” 
said Ransom. “I'll give you every chance. 
Pll go with you where you say you bought the 
furs and investigate. The lady can wear ’em 
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along with us and nobody’ll be on. That’s 
fair, brady... 

“Come on,” agreed the Kid, hotly. And then 
he stopped suddenly in-his tracks and looked 
with an odd smile at Molly’s distressed and 
anxious face. 

“No use,” he said, grimly. ‘‘“They’re the 
Hethcote sables, all right. You'll have to turn 
“em over, Moll, but they ain’t too good for you 
if they cost a million.” 

Molly, with anguish in her face, hung upon 
the Kid’s arm. 

“Oh, Kiddy, you’ve broke my heart,” she 
said. ‘I was so proud of you—and now they’ll 
do you—and where’s our happiness gone?”’ 

“Go home,” said the Kid, wildly. “‘Come 
on, Ransom—take the furs. Let’s get away 
from here. Wait a minute—I’ve a good mind 
to No, Ill be d— if I can do it—run along, 
Moll—I’m ready, Ransom.” 

Around the corner of a lumber-yard came 
Policeman Kohen on his way to his beat along 
the river. The detective signed to him for as- 
sistance. Kohen joined the group. Ransom 
explained. 

“Sure,” said Kohen. “I hear about those 
saples dat vas stole. You say you have dem 
here?” 

Policeman Kohen took the end of Molly’s late 
scarf in his hands and looked at it closely. 

“Once,” he said, ‘‘I sold furs in Sixth Avenue. 
Yes, dese are saples. Dey came from Alaska. 
Dis scarf is vort $12 and dis mu a 

“ Biff!’ came the palm of the Kid’s powerful 
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hand upon the policeman’s mouth. Kohen 
staggered and rallied. Molly screamed. ‘The 
detective threw himself upon Brady and with 
Kohen’s aid got the nippers on his wrist. 

‘““The ate is vort $12 and the muff is vort 
$9,’ persisted the policeman. ‘“‘Vot is dis talk 
about $1,000 saples?”’ 

The Kid sat upon a pile of lumber and his 
face turned dark red. 

“Correct, Solomonski!’’ he declared, vici- 
ously. “I paid $21.50 for the set. Id rather 
have got six months and not have told it. Me, 
the swell guy that wouldn’t look at anything 
cheap! I’m a plain bluffer. Moll—my salary 
couldn’t spell sables in Russian.” 

Molly cast herself upon his neck. 

“What do I care for all the sables and money 
in the world,” she cried. “It’s my Kiddy I 
want. Oh, you dear, stuck-up, crazy block- 
head!” 

“You can take dose nippers off,”’ said Kohen 
to the detective. “Before I leaf de station de 
report come in dat de lady vind her saples— 
hanging in her wardrobe. Young man, I excuse 
you dat punch in my vace—dis von time.” 

Ransom handed Molly her furs. Her eyes 
were smiling upon the Kid. She wound the 
scarf and threw the end over her left shoulder 
with a duchess’s grace. 

““A gouple of young vools,” said Policeman 
Kohen to Ransom; ‘‘come on away.” 


THE END OF Vols I 














